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Chapter One 
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Slash watched him from behind his curls as he always did. They could be tiresome to control, but in moments 
like these he was grateful for them; his personal shield against the world He was thumbing along his guitar, 
ignoring the pain that was setting in his fingertips for more important thoughts. He glanced back up, knowing 
how the other man could captivate him the way he did. Sweat poured off them both, he could see flecks of it 
falling from Axl as he clapped and twirled in time to the music; the best he was able to in the small space 
they had. They didn't have a PA system for him, he was mainly singing to himself as they couldn't hear him 
over their instruments; but it didn't matter. Slash knew he sounded like magic. He'd contemplated getting a 
system for him, he knew he was trying to save for one but they were expensive. He'd eyed the set the band 
that rehearsed next to them used, had almost stolen it just to get a smile from him. 


Axl was coming over to him now, always seeming to gravitate towards him. Slash tried not to read too much 


into it; the dude was hyper. But he hadn't seen him grind against Duff the way he did him. He didn't pull against 


Izzy's hair the way he did his; he'd ached to wrap an arm around him the first time he'd pressed himself in 
close and hold him tight. He'd barely fought off the temptation before he was back to other side of the room, 
oblivious to what he was doing to him. He hadn't felt this way since junior high, trailing after his first crush. 
Except this wasn't a secret kiss in the locker rooms with a cute girl; this was a boy that teased his hair in a 
wild mane whose wail had sent chills down his spine. He was wild, fiery and unpredictable. He was real. And Slash 


had come to realize he was completely smitten. 


That hadn't been too hard to understand. After all, he'd found many guys attractive; just not in the way he 
felt for Axl. If that redhead had asked him to lasso the moon for him, he'd find a way. It was borderline 
obsessive, this feeling. He'd caught himself more than once hiding behind a cool persona to hide it, even Steven 
realized something was up with him. He'd wondered if that was were some of the unspoken animosities between 
the two of them lay; that his old friend was jealous of Axl. Slash supposed he had reason to be, although Axl 
hardly ever accepted his invitations anywhere. He preferred to hang with Izzy and their gang he had before 
Slash had joined. To his chagrin, it was almost impossible to get Axl alone. He chided himself, what difference 


would it make? 


Their rehearsal was dying down, chords fading away. Duff threw him a bottle of water he gratefully accepted, 
his arms hung heavy and his fingers throbbed. He felt alive, like this was something that had meaning. He 
already dreaded going into work the next day, selling magazines in a zombied state to people who mirrored how 
he felt. If he could, he'd spend every waking moment playing his guitar while Axl sang beside him. Speaking of 
Axl, he snuck a glace across the storage unit at him. He and Izzy had separated themselves from the rest of 
the group; Slash rolled his eyes to himself. What a shocker. He almost turned his back to pack his guitar when 
he noticed the apologetic shrug of Izzy's shoulders. Axl had his hands on hips, listening intently to what Izzy 
was telling him. He looked down at the ground for a moment, back up at Izzy's taller frame. He was nodding his 
head, giving his fake smile he thought fooled everyone. Maybe it did, but not Slash. He gave that smile again, 
offset with the cigarette he was smoking. He was worried about something, trying to hide it under a tough guy 


exterior. 


Slash momentarily felt ashamed, like a voyeur. He turned away this time, not intruding on a private 
conversation. He just wished he could hear what they were saying. Not that it was any of his business, but 
here lately he seemed hellbent to make Axl's business his. Steven bounced down from his drum set, asked if 
he wanted to go to a bar with him and Duff. He'd waved them on, hoping for a moment alone with Axl. Izzy 
was packing his own guitar now, and he could see the look on Axl's face now he thought no one was looking. He 
was worried, scared even. He looked over at Izzy with a suspicious glace. What the hell had he told him? Steven 


left; Duff following behind. 


Izzy gave Axl another of those looks, hidden behind a pair of sunglasses. Slash couldn't tell what it meant, but 
he supposed Axl did. Axl gave him a small smile as he left, not following on his heel as he usually did. The 
powers that be in this universe had granted them a moment alone; it didn't seem Axl was going to leave any 
time soon. He dug in his pockets, fishing out a crumpled cigarette. Slash took a deep breath, steading his 
nerves. Be cool he thought to himself, don't make a fool of yourself. 


"Need a light?" 


Axl held his cigarette out for him, not saying anything as he lit it, he wasn't usually this quiet. He smoked in 
silence, though it was not hostile. He understood that thoughts swarmed in his head, sometimes he just needed 
amoment to sort them. Slash was starting to think finding any information was a lost cause, feeling foolish for 
trying when Axl finally spoke. 

"You sounded great." 

He shifted a little, feeling shy at the compliment. 

"Thanks, so did you." 

Axl laughed, took another puff from his cigarette. 

"Dude, you couldn't even hear me. " 

"Well, still. 'm sure you did" 


"Nah, that's all you." 


Was he flirting with him? In Slash's world that counted as flirting. Holy shit, was it going to be this easy? His 


moment of euphoria over that simple comment made him brave enough to ask his next question 

| seen you talking with Izzy, is everything okay?" 

He was suddenly worried he'd asked too much, with Axl, you didn't force him to open up. If he wanted you to 
know something, he'd volunteer the information. He half expected him to snap at him, tell him to mind his own 
business. 


"Yeah, it'll be alright" 


Ok No ugly comment or dirty look They were still in clear water, smoking together. He'd press it a little 
further. 


"IFs just, you usually leave with him after rehearsal." 
Axl sighed, that worried look clouding over his face again. But he was in a talking mood. 


"Izzy lost the apartment we stayed out." 


"Oh, shit." 


Silence again, he could guess how Izzy lost the apartment. He probably hadn't paid rent in months, preferring to 
spend his money on a growing habit. And Axl, well actually he didn't know what Axl did for his money. 


"Yeah, he's gonna stay with a friend of his." 
"What about you?" 


Axl was playing with a ring on his finger now, absentmindedly twirling it. Slash felt his heart drop a little, 
understanding. Axl had just been told he was homeless, again. 


"Um, | can hang around during the day. There's a diner | know that will let you hang out at night as long as 


you get a coffee or something. | know a couple other places.” 


Yeah, alleyways you had to fight for a place to sleep at Slash thought to himself. He looked Axl over again, 
noting his small frame. He knew he could hold his own in a fight if he had to, but he didn't want to think of him 
having to fight in the filth for a place to sleep tonight. In the short time he'd known Axl he'd developed a 
protective mind set when it came to him. He knew he could be grumpy, downright mean when he felt like it. 
But he was also hypersensitive, even sweet. He didn't deserve the sidewalks. He didn't have to think twice about 
his proposition. 


"I rent my mom's basement. Stay with me." 

He held his breath, afraid to hear a rejection 

"| can't do that; l'm not going to impose. I'll be alright" 

"You're not imposing. | want you to. We could work on band stuff, get a lot more work done." 

And | need to know your safe tonight, he kept to himself. He seen the tension loosen in Axl's shoulders, a sigh 
of relief left him. That had been worrying him more than he was letting on, though Slash had already seen 
through that. A look passed between them; one they hadn't shared before. Gratitude shined in his eyes, and 
Slash could almost belief Axl shared his feelings in the look he was giving him. 

"Thanks, really. It means a lot to me." 

It was Axl's turn to be shy now, he was still a stranger to kindness; from people other than Izzy. Slash nodded 
and smiled, packing his guitar up properly this time. He was downright giddy inside. He didn't believe in divine 


intervention, but a prayer had been answered. He'd been dying for time alone with Axl; and here he was now 


taking him home with him. 


He was still trying to believe his luck, walking down the sidewalk with his guitar case slung along his back; Axl 
keeping stride beside him. He was talking, laughing occasionally. Slash kept noticing how the sun caught the 
redness of his hair, emphasizing the healthy shine. Slash wanted to reach out, catch the flyaway strand that 
framed his face between his fingers. He imagined it felt as soft as it looked The energy between them was 


relaxed now, jovial even He adjusted his guitar once more, made some lame joke that Axl found funny. Now 


that he knew he had a roof over his head tonight, the day seemed brighter. 


Slash wished his brought his grandmother's car, made a mental note to ask for it at next practice. He always 
forgot how heavy his guitar felt on his back after playing for hours, arms begging for a break. He shifted the 
strap onto his opposite shoulder, still talking over the rehearsal with Axl. He could talk for hours about music, 
his guitar specifically. He'd seen his families and friends' eyes glaze over with boredom at his ramblings, waiting 
until he caught their hint and shut up about it. But not Axl, since he'd known him, he let him talk on end, asking 
questions and making encouraging comments about his playing. He never bored of him, had even expressed 


interest in learning to play. 

Axl noticed this time when he changed shoulders, stopped and held his hand out for his guitar. Slash had 
protested but he'd insisted until Slash slid it off his shoulder and passed it over. He stretched as they 
continued their walk, glancing over and smiling at the image. Axl had no business looking that good with his 
guitar slung on his back, but he did. They were almost at his home now; Axl's walk had slowed and Slash 
matched his now. He was being quiet again, unsure. 

"So, your mom and grandma live here too?" 

"Yeah, but they never come downstairs.” 

Axl nodded; Slash could tell he was nervous over potentially meeting them. But he truly had nothing to worry 
about, his mother and grandmother were both used to a revolving door of friends; one more made no 
difference to them. 

"Hey, its alright. Don't worry about it, they're cool,” 

"People don't really like me." 


"That's not true." 


| like you, Slash thought quietly to himself, more than anyone I've met. Axl looked over at him and raised an 


eyebrow that Slash laughed at. 
"Just be yourself, its fine." 


"That's usually the main reason people don't like me." 


They were stopped in front of the house now, a median sized two-story home nestled against the sidewalk. He 
motioned him to the front door, trying the door knob and finding it unlocked; someone was already home. He 
opened the door and stood back, letting Axl walk in ahead of him into the air-conditioned home. He noticed his 
shoulders tensing again, lips drawn into a thin line. Without thinking he raised his hand and rubbed his upper 
back as he walked by. He was surprised by his boldness, but it came to him so naturally. He assumed Axl 
appreciated the gesture, he didn't shake his arm off at least. He followed him inside, shutting the door behind 
him. Axl was already admiring the artwork that adorned the walls, various sculptures his mother decorated 
with. His mother made it her mission to cover every inch of her home with art, all styles and modes she 
could find. He watched as Axl stopped to admire an abstract painting that was one of his mother's favorites, in 
a proud display on their living room wall. He could never understand it, but apparently Axl found something 
worth seeing in it. He walked him further in, knowing his grandmother would be the one home; it was too early 


for his mother. She seen them first, lounging on the couch with her most recent book. 
"And who is this young man?" 


She was looking over the top of her reading glasses, lips pursed thoughtfully. She was a large woman who 
carried an air of authority. Slash noted today was the day for purple, his grandmother color coordinated her 
outfits and Today was no different. From the wrap in her hair to the shoes that lay beside her couch, various 
shades of purple matched together. She was the matriarch of their home, loved, respected and revered. What 
grandma said was the law, but he knew they had no reason to worry. She was one of the most genuinely kind 


people in Slash's life. 

"Grandma, this is my friend Axl. He's my singer, he's staying with me for a little while." 

Axl gave her a smile, a half-hearted wave as if he wasn't sure what to do. His grandmother still scrutinized 
him, unfazed by the awkward silence; her book forgotten now. Slash half expected her to twirl her finger 
around, instructing Axl to spin around the way she did him when he was a child with new clothes she had 
bought for him. 

"He's skinny." 

He snorted as he felt Axl bristle beside of him, keeping his mouth shut out of respect for his grandmother. If 
it had been anybody else, he knew Axl would have turned that into an insult competition that he would have 
been hellbent on winning. 

"Why is he carrying your guitar?" 

Now it was Slash's turn to be confused, what did that have to do with him staying here? 


"You make that skinny boy carry your guitar the whole way here?" 


She asked it in such a disapproving tone that he knew she was insinuating he'd done something wrong. Axl cut 


his eyes at him, enjoying himself now. 


"No, | mean he offered to-" 
"Well take it back, and get him something to eat while you're at it" 


And that was that. He slid his guitar off Axl's shoulders and was leading him downstairs to the basement, 
catching the knowing look his grandmother gave him as they walked by. She smiled, and raised her eyebrows in 
a way that told him she approved. He didn't know how she knew, but she knew and apparently Axl had her 
blessing. 


He led him down to the furnished basement, decorated with the leftover hippie inspired artwork his mother 
hadn't used. He had beads hanging on the bottom of the stairs, glinting as they caught the light overhead. He 
had posters of all his favorite bands, a stereo surrounded by records. He felt suddenly self-conscious, he'd had 
many friends down here before but never Axl; and he found he wanted him to like to here, to make himself 
home. His worries soon vanished; Axl was looking at everything excitedly. He even acknowledged the wall Slash 


had painted bright orange out of boredom with excitement. 

"Dude! This is great!" 

He was flicking through his records now, nodding in approval. Slash told him to pick one out as he was making 
himself comfortable, kicking off his shoes. One of his cats ran through, rubbing herself along the back of Axl's 
legs. He reached down to scratch behind her ear before settling on a record. Slash was admiring him, Axl none 
the wiser. He had never been the romantic type, but coming home in the evenings to Axl and music sounded 
like perfection to him. He lay back on his bed, the only furniture he had in the room. Axl slid to the floor, 
sitting cross legged with his back against a speaker. 

"Do you have any stuff you need to get?" 

"Not really, just some clothes and stuff. Izzy said he'd get it for me, I'll get it tomorrow." 

"So where's he staying?" 


"Some guy named Mike he knows. I've never met him before." 


The only Mike he knew that ran around in their social circle was a huge, muscular man who was a heavy 


cocaine dealer. He was beginning to understand why Izzy had been invited to stay there and not Axl. 
| should only be here a couple days though; | won't aggravate you for long." 
He said it with humor, in a self-deprecating way. But the thought still made Slash uncomfortable, he didn't 


want him to have to leave. He didn't want him to flit from couch to couch, without knowing if he had a steady 
place to sleep at night. 


‘| want you to stay here as long as you need" 


Axl leaned back against the speaker, appreciating the rumble vibrating through him. Slash's cat made her way 
into his lap, curling up contentedly. Slash felt comfortable, could tell it was growing dusky outside. He pulled a 
bag of weed from the box he kept under the bed, starting rolling a joint. Normally he would lay in bed and 
smoke, but this time joined Axl beside him speaker. He suddenly remembered his bed was his only furniture, 
and that he had no idea where Axl was going to sleep on tonight. He watched as Axl took a drawl, holding the 
smoke a moment before exhaling and passing his joint back to him. He inhaled, slightly aroused by the way Axl 
held his joint in his mouth. If he had it his way Axl would be curling up in his bed beside of him tonight, but 
the part of him that was not getting high knew that wasn't possible. At least not yet anyway. 


To Slash's disappointment, Axl had opted to sleep on the floor last night. After smoking their joint, they had 

both felt that sleepy pull from good weed. Axl hadn't even asked where he expected Slash for him to sleep; as 
Slash would have had the situations been flipped. As Slash had stood to throw the clip away, he had stretched, 
laid out on his stomach with his arms crossed, kicked his shoes off; as if he'd done this a million times before. 
He'd mumbled another thanks, his voice deeper than usual from the smoking. He could not explain why, but him 
not asking for anything to sleep with made him somewhat sad, as if he'd learned to do without since moving to 


LA. Which he supposed, he had. Slash grabbed the second pillow he had on his bed and tossed it down to him. 
"You want a blanket or something?" 
"Nah, l'm good" 


Slash had looked for one anyway before realizing that just like his bed was his only furniture, he didn't have 
any spare blankets. Axl's breathing had deepened, a steady rhythm. The room was already slightly stuffy, Slash 
kept it warm to accommodate his snakes that currently lived in the bathroom; he hardly used the blanket 
anyway. He stripped it off the bed and threw it over him, noticed him pull it closer around him in his sleep. 
Slash lay on his mattress blissfully, the weed taking him up higher on cloud nine. He watched his little calico 
that had taken a liking to Axl earlier crawl on his back and make biscuits against the blanket. He smiled; it looks 
like he wasn't the only one who enjoyed his company. He felt himself drift asleep, sprawled on his mattress as 


Axl's soft breathing lulled him. 


He awoke with the blanket thrown over him, spare pillow beside him. He raised, slightly disoriented as he 
realized he was in the room alone. He looked at the floor, where Axl had slept to find it empty. He raised from 
the bed, his heart sinking. Surely, he hadn't left? Slash was pulling a shirt on, feeling too broken hearted for 
that early in the day when he heard the door to upstairs open. He heard his grandmother's voice, and Axl's as 
he answered her. He breathed a sigh of relief, grateful. He chided himself, Axl was flighty but he wouldn't just 
leave without saying anything; he didn't believe he would anyway. Axl walked through his beaded doorway, the 
beads clinking prettily behind him. He was still dressed in the clothes he wore yesterday, slightly rumpled 
looking now they'd been slept in. He gave Slash a sunny smile, held a plate in one hand and a mug in the other. 


"Hey! Your grandma asked me to bring this to you." 


He accepted the mug of black coffee and the plate that held two home made pastries, favorites from his 


childhood. He furrowed his brow, suspicious of his grandmother's motive. 
"Was she down here?" 
"Nah, she called down for you really early this morning but you were out of it. Anybody tell you before you 


sleep like the dead? | tried to get you up and she kept calling for you so | asked her what was wrong. She 


needed help getting some kind of mixer down" 


Uh-huh, Slash thought to himself. That old lady knew exactly what she was doing, considering Slash was certain 


she kept her mixer on a bottom shelf in her pantry. 

"She bother you?" 

Axl looked at him as if he'd just insulted her. 

"Nol | like her, and | don't what those things are but they're good. She tried to make me eat like four of them." 
"Its a bear claw, she used to make them all the time when | was a kid" 

Slash took a bite, the sweet pastry just as good as he remembered. He still knew what his grandmother's 
motive was, she usually laid in bed until at least noon. She'd gotten up early this morning to play her hand at 
private investigator now that she'd picked up on his feelings for Axl. 

"She ask you anything?" 

"Yeah, a little. Just about music mostly, she had a radio on and put it on a station we both liked. She knows a 
ton of great bands. But just normal stuff, like my real name and where | was from. Stuff like that. She even 


asked when my birthday was." 


Axl laughed at that and Slash rolled his eyes good naturedly. Good old grandma was probably already planning a 
birthday dinner for him. He took a swig from his mug, coffee bitter and black the way he liked it. 


"She actually kinda reminded me of my grandma." 


Slash was listening intently now, it was rare to get Axl to open up about his family. Slash sat back down on his 


bed, finishing the coffee. Axl sat down beside him, his leg brushing him as he did. 
"Yeah?" 

"Yeah, she liked to bake too, and nice. She always looked out for me, when she could." 
His voice sounded wistful, as if he'd just remembered how much he missed her. 
"You think it would be ok if | called her later?" 


"Yeah man, you don't have to ask to use the phone. | don't have one down here though, you'd have to use the 


one in the kitchen" 


"Thanks. I've not talked to her in a couple of weeks. She's probably getting worried" 


Slash thought over that information, decided to press it a little further. He was secretly glad that Axl had 


asked him, it meant he was getting more comfortable here, and with him. 

"Call her anytime you want. You need to let anybody else know?" 

Axl had shifted a little, subconsciously raised a hand to play with hair that was now hanging in his face 
"Nah, just her. Honestly, | don't think anybody else gives a damn" 


He said that last part quietly, sadly. Slash again had that protective urge that only come out around Axl, 


wanted to wrap his arm around his bony shoulders and pull him in close to his side. 

"Why's that?" 

Axl bounced from the bed and clapped his hands loudly together, surveying the room. 

"Sol Anything you want me to do?" 

Slash had assumed Axl didn't have the greatest relationship with his family; he didn't know why he'd first 
assumed it, but it seemed he was right. Axl obviously didn't want to talk about it, and he wasn't exactly subtle. 
If he thought he was doing a good job in changing the conversation, Slash would let him have that. 


"Not really. What time is it?" 


He glanced over at his clock on the night stand, seeing he still had a couple hours before clocking in at the 


newsstand. 
"You don't want me to do nothing while you're at work? I'm not a freeloader." 
He said the last part haughtily, protecting his honor. 


"No, | mean there's not really anything | need you to do here. You said you needed to get some stuff from 
Izzy?" 


"Yeah, that won't take long though. You sure?" 

"Yeah, just hang around here. Listen to music, write or whatever. Keep Clyde company” 
"The fuck is Clyde? Is that one of the cats 

Slash chuckled as he twirled around looking for the cat named Clyde. 


"Not exactly." 


He pointed toward the bathroom, watched as Axl curiously poked his head in, laughing at his sharp intake of 
breath as he took in Clyde's home Slash had made from an old aquarium tank. 


"A snake? He's a damn snake?" 
"You know | like them." 
"Yeah but | didn't think you actually had any!" 


Slash walked past him into the bathroom, lifting Clyde up out of his habitat. He held him gently, balancing his 


head in his palm. He slowly walked him towards Axl who took several steps back 

"Want to pet him?" 

"Nol Put him back, does he stay in there all day?" 

Sometimes he comes out" 

"No, that's gross. How am | supposed to take a shower with him in there?" 

"Well, you step in. Turn the knob, get the water right. Pretty basic stuff" 

"Ha-ha, you know what | meant. | can't be in there with him knowing he's watching me naked” 

Slash smirked, placing him back into his habitat. Lucky bastard, he thought, you do get to see him naked. 


"He won't bother you. But go get your stuff from Izzy, talk to your grandma. | get off at 2, I'll come by and 


get you and we can go to rehearsals later. ' 
Axl nodded, still keeping a weary eye on Clyde. Slash was already gathering towels for his own shower, getting 
ready for work. Axl was laying back on his bed, staring at the ceiling now waiting for his turn. He let his gaze 
wonder there for a moment, wondered what it would feel like to lay down beside him. He was about to step 
into the shower when he heard Axl's voice. 

"Slash?" 

He poked his head back out the door, leaning against the frame. 


"Do you like working at the newsstand?" 


He shrugged. 


"Not really, but its a job." 


Axl nodded, still looking up at the ceiling. He waited to see if he was going to ask him anything else before 
ducking into his shower. He couldn't tell what was on his mind just then, he'd seemed sad again, far away. He 
lathered up, wondering what he'd meant by his question He tried to push it to the back of his mind, if Axl 
wanted him to know he'd tell him; and if not, well he'd find out anyway. 


Axl stood in the shower, with his back to the shower head. The room steamed around him, the hot water 
massaging out the stiffness from his shoulders, a gift from the floor. He kept the shower curtains pulled a 
little, watching Clyde with a weary eye. He watched him right back, lazily flicking his tongue in a way that 
seemed to say fuck you, | was here first. Or so it seemed to Axl. He'd picked through Slash's various soaps, 
unimpressed with his masculine smelling bar soap. He couldn't wait to get his things back from Izzy, missing his 
green apple shampoo and coconut bodywash. He'd teased him relentlessly when he bought it, but what did he 


know? He was sure the poor girls Izzy strung along would appreciate some variety other than aqua springs. 


He'd finished his shower, slipping back into the jeans he'd left on the floor, keeping a wide berth from Clyde's 
tank. He kicked his dirty shirt into a corner, refusing to wear it again. He'd rather go shirtless, God how he 
hated dirty clothes. He was anxious now to leave and meet Izzy at his new place, he didn’t care if it was too 
early and he woke the entire apartment up. He wanted his things, aching for a toothbrush right now. He knew 
most of the guys that hung around the Strip didn't care bout hygiene, he'd seen most of them go a week 
without a shower; but not him. He couldn't bear to feel dirty. 


He stepped back into Slash's room, still impressed by it. He hadn't taken Slash for someone with an eye for 
decoration, but he'd turned this basement into a cozy, hippie inspired haven All he needed was a lava lamp, he 
thought, he'd have the vibe down perfectly. Slash was leaning against his dresser, slipping into his black 
sneakers. He gave him a smile when he noticed him, not like the ones he gave in public when he was anxious 
and trying to be polite. This was a genuine one, that reached his eyes. As if he were actually glad, he was in 
the room with him. He felt a blush, internally chiding himself. Whatever he thought that smile meant, whatever 
the reason his own mouth dried and he was worried about how he sounded when Slash was around, it could be 
no further than that. He could have cried when Slash had opened his home to him, had already been preparing 
himself for a night on a sidewalk. He couldn't even be mad at Izzy; he'd given him money when he could but not 
enough to cover even half of the rent. It wasn't like the apartment was his. But this is all it could be, that was 


his new mantra. Just a few nights on his floor. 


He'd woken once last night, had felt the sharp claws of a cat digging into his back. He'd gently shook her off 
just for her to curl up at his side. He'd seen Slash asleep, one arm draped across his chest. He'd fantasized 
about the weight of that arm laying across his back, holding him. He'd felt a longing he'd never known before, 
could feel it settle into the base of his throat in a knot. He forced himself to go back to sleep, reminding 
himself he could not have what he wanted; and to be grateful for what he did have. 


“Alright, l'm leaving. " 


Slash made a face at having to leave, dug in his dresser again and threw him a clean shirt to borrow. He 


slipped it on, noticing the AC/CD logo. He smiled, his favorite; and Slash knew it. 
"Thanks, I'll uh wait on you | guess." 


He sat on Slash's unmade bed, his breath catching when he quickly leaned over him to fetch something from 
his nightstand. It seemed he kept everything in there. He'd rethink his stance on the manly soap; at least on 


Slash it smelled good. He could have thought he was leaning in to kiss him, mentally cursing himself for the 
millionth time that morning. Stop dreaming up some 1950s dystopian bullshit, he thought to himself. A few 
rights on the floor, that's all this is. 


‘| almost forgot. | don't have a spare key, here's mine." 


Before Axl could protest, he was pressing a key into his hand and bounding up the stairs. Axl wrapped his hand 
around the cool metal, hearing Slash ask his grandmother if he could borrow her car. Tears welled in his eyes 
that he blinked away. His step-father always said he was too emotional. That he cried too much for a boy, 
often with the threat of giving him something to cry about; a threat he'd always followed up on. But this key 
was trust, a promise he could come back, that he was wanted. He hadn't even had a key to Izzy's place. He slid 
it into his pocket, feeling it rest against his thigh as he made his own way up the stairs. He felt silly, telling 
the cat who had run behind him he'd be back later. 


The basement opened into the kitchen, still smelling lovely from the baking this morning. Slash's grandmother 
was sitting at the kitchen table, drinking more coffee and reading a newspaper. She looked radiant, in blue today. 
She smiled at him from over her newspaper, no awkwardness between them any longer. He cast a glance at 
the clock, noting it was almost nine. The sun was already shining high, the day warm. The bustle of the city 
even at this early hour had surprised him when he'd first moved, in Indiana there may have been the slow- 
moving traffic of people begrudgingly going into work; a few pickup trucks at most. Here the exhaust from 
thousands of vehicles lay thick in the air, drivers yelling insults and curses at one another, horns that honked 


constantly. It was distracting, chaotic. And he loved every second of it. 


He made his way in the direction of Izzy's place, feeling the safety of Slash's neighborhood melt into the 
background. It was always subtle, the blending of a bad neighborhood. Crude graffiti began to decorate the 
sides of buildings, some abandoned. Cars missing rims with busted out windows littered the sidewalks. Fights 
broke out ritualistically, sometimes just for the sake of breaking the tension that always hung in the air. He 
would know; he'd won some, lost some. Here you could always hear the happenings in the apartments, windows 
kept open as the AC never worked in the old buildings. He seen a lone cop car roll through slowly, uncaring 


about the turmoil around. He quickened his pace, having no desire for that drama today. 


He came to two apartment complexes, gray and dull against the sky. Izzy had said he was on the bottom floor, 
but now he was uncertain. The numbers too faded out to read, he tried his luck with the first one. The 
pathway leading to the door with littered with needles and bottles. He was pretty sure a used condom had 
practically melted to it as well. He grimaced, anxious to leave now. The paint on the door was wearing thin, 
dents along the bottom hinted it had been kicked in a few times. He knocked loudly, hoping it was Izzy who 
answered. No one came to the door. He knocked loudly again, stubborn. He was about to knock once more when 
the door was flung open angrily by a large man with arms roped with muscle. Liquor wafted out, a warning of 
the man's sour mood. But he stood his ground, this man may have seventy pounds and a foot on him, but 


damn it he wanted his stuff. When he spoke his voice was gruff, hateful. 


"The fuck do you want?" 


"Good morning to you too. Is Izzy here?" 

"| said, what the fuck do you want?" 

Axl placed his hands on his hips, annoyed himself now. 

"My friend, to pick up a few things. Is Izzy here?" 

The man laughed at him, harsh and ugly. 

"Hell no, you ain't the one running my shit. Fuck outta here." 
Axl was confused now, not understanding. If this was Izzy's friend, he was a straight A dick head. He was still 
staring at him, waiting for him to leave with a cruel amused look on his face. He was about to ask for Izzy 
again when he heard his voice from inside, sighed in relief. He sounded groggy, half asleep. 

"Who is it Mike?" 

Mike looked him over again, the look on his clear he wasn't impressed with what he seen 

"A little bitchy redhead" 

Axl rolled his eyes, why was nothing ever easy for him? 


"Yeah, thats my friend. Let him in" 


Mike leaned into the doorway, blocking his way with one huge arm. He turned his head to yell back into the 


apartment. 

"This aint the one you picked-" 

Izzy cut him off before he could finish his sentence. 

"No, | just have a couple things for him." 

Mike nodded, digesting the information He motioned with his head for him to enter, not moving. Axl ducked 


under his arm he kept on the door, a bully move. He had half a mind to jab him with an elbow in the side as 
he walked by, but managed to compose himself. The apartment before him was nothing special, he knew it 


would look the same as the others on this block. The air hung thick, not even a fan going. There was a woman 


in a reclining chair, looking the worse for wear as she smoked. A man lay on the couch, he could be dead he 


was so still. He heard the door click shut, Mike still standing behind him. 


"Back here Axl." 


He followed his voice to a back room, an unidentifiable smell still hanging in the air. It felt eerie here, made his 
skin crawl. Their old apartment had been a dump, but it hadn't felt like this. He found Izzy in a back room, 
sitting on a mattress in a pair of boxer shorts looking pale and clammy. He gave him a smile though when he 
walked in. He pointed to a corner of the room where he had his guitar propped up and Axl's old backpack. 


"Over there, man." 


He hurried over, feeling a bit of longing for that backpack. It had been a constant companion since leaving 


Indiana. 

"Did you get it all?" 

"Yeah, | got your clothes and girly shampoo, chill out” 

Izzy stood, leaned down to slip into jeans and pull out his cigarettes. 
"You may as well get some perfume to go with it" 

"Whatever." 

Axl slid his backpack onto his shoulders, the weight comforting. 
"You sleep alright here?" 

"Ah, it's a place." 


He already didn't like Izzy being here, felt guilty he was staying in Slash's comfortable room while he was in a 
stuffy, smelly apartment. He nodded, not convinced. 


Where'd you stay last night? 
"With Slash 

Izzy laughed, inhaled his cigarette. 

"Oh la la, do tell” 

Axl felt a blush run across his face, annoyed 
"Not like that you pervert" 


"Hmm, but you want to." 


Izzy was looking at him mischievously, Axl glared right back Damn him and his observation skills, fucker was 
always in the background, never talking but always listening. 


"Whatever, what do you know?" 

"A lot, considering you literally went behind my back to get curly q in this band when | didnt want him." 
Axl threw back his head and sighed at the ceiling. 

"Dude, get over being mad at that. | was right" 

"More like horny." 

Izzy was sliding into a shirt now, looking around for his shoes. Axl was desperate to change the subject. 
"What did that dickhead mean? Who'd he think | was?" 

"You don't even deny it. And don't worry about him, he's an ass just ignore it" 

"What did he want?" 

"| said ignore it" 


His tone was final, the end of the conversation. Izzy could be curt when he wanted; he wouldn't press it any 


further. 
"What are you doing today?" 
"Just a few things." 


He was so secretive lately, he felt his best friend had put up a wall between them; and he wouldn't let him in. 
He wanted to take it down brick by brick, have his friend back to normal. 


"Ok. Don't forget rehearsals today." 
"You know | won't, be there on time." 


That was his dismissal, and it hurt. There was that horrible wall again, shutting him out. He walked out, ignoring 
the look Mike was giving him again. The man on the couch hadn't moved, he was entertaining the thought he 
may still be dead as he held his breath; he still didn't know what that smell was but it was horrible. He hurried 
outside, ready to leave. He managed to catch the time on a clock that looked like a fist had been through it. A 


little after eleven now. He normally didn't care to be late, to make others wait for him. But this was Slash, and 


he was already missing him; ready to be alone with him again. But he would still have time to do what he 


needed. 

His mind made up; he made his way to a street corner that beckoned to him. He wanted them all out of places 
like this, out of poverty. He knew their band was good, could be great. He liked what he could do with his voice 
now, had control over it. What he needed now was a PA system and they could start playing shows instead of 
just practicing. He hadn't been able to find steady employment, save for one. He felt a pit in his stomach, he 
didn't know this neighborhood very well; but if you'd been in one you'd been in them all. He made his way to an 
alleyway, leaned against the building. He'd thought about tying his shirt around his waist, show a little skin. That 
always worked, he was about to when a car slowed to a roll in front of him before stopping. A middle aged 
man leaned across the passenger seat, bald and pudgy. They always were, but this was the game. He walked 
over, leaned down into his window and gave a charming smile. 

"Hey there." 

The man didn't answer him, continued to sweat and stare at him. 

"Want some company?" 

The man finally found his voice, it was soft, as if he didn't use it very often. 


"How much?" 


He pretended to think for a moment, pursing his lips in fake thought. Right now, he would take anything he 
could get, but he didn't want him to know that. 


"Depends. What do you want?" 

"Blow job?" 

OF course, he did, he couldn't get away with a simple hand job; the universe had it out for him. 

"50. 

"50? That's expensive.” 

Looks like pudgy could use his voice after all 

"Ii good" 

More sweat rolled off him as he thought it over before he relented. Axl slid into his car, pointing for him to 


back into the alley way; one hand kept on the door handle in case he didn't. He felt his eyes graze over him as 
he did, gave him a smile with small teeth; trying to be charming himself now. The don't worry about me, I'm 


the nice guy type. He hated them the most. He slid his backpack from his shoulders to rest at his feet, tried 


to make himself comfy. The man beside him was undoing his belt, pulling his zipper down. 
‘| want my money first:" 

He stopped, gave him a look. 

"How do | know you'll do it?" 

"How do | know you'll pay me?" 


He wasn't backing down from this, that had happened once. He'd been left on his knees with the test of a 
trucker in his mouth who had walked away without paying, who had backhanded him hard enough to split his lip 
when he'd walked after him and demanded his money. He'd never let that happen again. He looked him hard in 
the eyes until he deferred. With a sigh he pulled his wallet from his pocket and handed him a fifty. He deftly 
tucked it down into his boot. He breathed in through his nose, preparing himself. The man held himself in his 
hand, seat pushed back as far as it could do. He leaned over, took him into his mouth and began working him. 
He shut everything else out, but couldn't the groans that came from above him, they sickened him. He felt a 
small hand lay on the back of his neck, dug his fingernails hard into his knee when he did. He'd yelped and 


removed his hand. 
"Don't fucking touch me. You paid for this, nothing else." 


The man had the audacity to murmur an apology, he lowered himself back down. He found himself imagining 
Slash; he was probably gentle until you asked him not to be. He would probably hold his hair back, run his 
fingers through it. Would tell him how good he was doing, instead of the peals this man was making. Again, he 
chided himself for the thought. He was made for this filth, but Slash wasn't. 


Slash had watched the clock with a bored eye; two hours left and they seemed to stretch into eternity. His job 
was too easy sometimes, it allowed his mind to wander. Ringing up magazine for eight hours a day didn't 
exactly stimulate the brain. He often doodled to pass the time, he'd filled up a notepad his boss left in a 
drawer and was running out of room now. His thoughts wandered back to Axl now, naturally. He imagined what 
he was doing, he assumed he'd already left for Izzy's and was back by now. He smiled to himself, or maybe he 
hadn't even left yet and would have him waiting instead. He wasn't exactly known for his time keeping abilities. 
He'd thought about calling, but changed his mind against it. He may not even be there, and if he was, he didn't 
want to seem clingy. A man passed him a magazine, interrupting his thoughts. He handed him back his change, 
leaned back against the counter. What he really wanted right now was advice, and he didn't know where to get 
it from. How long had he known Axl now, 3 or 4 months? And he'd been on his mind every day since then. His 
heart had jumped into his throat when he'd smiled at him and clapped his hands enthusiastically when he first 
played. Right then and there he decided it was his mission to put that smile there. 


Sometimes he felt Axl had been flirting with him, but he'd always second guessed himself. He was naturally 
charismatic, maybe that's just how he was. But then he'd lean over him, or grab onto his arm and he'd throw 
that thought out of the window. He couldn't talk to Steven about this, he loved his friend but he wasn't the 
advice-giving kind. He often got the impression that Izzy didn’t like him, or was vaguely annoyed with him at 
least. That left Duff, he'd known him awhile now. He was playing with him before Axl, had been pleasantly 
surprised they'd ended up in the same band again. He had a level head, and wouldn't care he was crushing on a 
dude who was throwing him mixed signals. He was always with someone, he probably understood. He felt his 
stomach twist at the thought, he was always so awkward about his feelings. But if he didn't get an answer 


soon, he was going to explode. 


He watched the clock again, sighing. He was alone now, it always slowed around this time and added to his 
boredom. He imagined Axl laying in his bed, his red hair splayed around his pillow; sinking down on top of him, 
marking his pale skin. He wanted to feel his hands in his hair, his legs wrapped around him. He laughed at 
himself, what was getting horny at work going to do? Not much but add to his torment. Just another hour, he 
could do this. He was ready to shake the stagnation of everyday life away with his guitar, let his feelings pour 
out through his fingers. He made his mind up, after practice today he would talk to Duff, get an outsider's 
opinion on what he should do. He'd either bite the bullet and pour his heart out to Axl, or pine for him hiding 
behind a guitar. Another customer walked in, a pretty girl with long blonde hair that reached her waist. She 
smiled at him, a little too widely. She gave an extra flip of her hair, made a show of bending down to pick a 
magazine from the bottom rack. Now why couldn't Axl do something like that? At least when the ladies flirted 
with him, he knew it. She smiled again, handing him her choice. He smiled back politely, not listening when she 
asked a question. She flipped her hair at him again, it was beautiful, a source of pride for her. Sorry darling, he 
thought to himself, give me my redhead or give me nothing. 


She left without another smile, catching the hint. Slowly the last hour creeped by, he practically ran out to his 
car when it was time to clock out. A small store caught his eye, one that had been here for years but he'd 
never paid attention to. A used bookstore, he was sure his mother and grandmother both shopped here. He 
wasn't much of a reader, but they were. He vaguely remembered he'd heard Axl mention that he liked to read, 


that it was the only part of school he'd liked. It was something for him to do at least while he was at work, to 


keep boredom from eating him alive as well. He stepped inside, the store was as small as it looked outside; a 
couple bookshelves lined with books and a couple boxes stuffed full. The boxes had a twenty five cent sign on 
the side, he could definitely spare a quarter. He knelt down, rummaging through. What would he like? A safe 
bet was horror, he could see him liking that. He looked for a horror book amongst the romance; but then again 
with Axl he could see him liking both. After a few moments he found what he was looking for, nodding to 
himself when he pulled a copy of Frankenstein from the bottom of the box. He'd like that, even Slash had liked 
that one. It was something for him to do while he was at work at least. He stood and placed his book on the 
counter, rang up by a small elderly lady. He left with his book clutched in his hand, slid into his grandmother's 
car. On the drive home he questioned if he'd ever bought something for anyone before, other than his family. 
With his past sexual exploits, it was more of a pull your pants back up and leave situation He couldn't 
remember a time where he'd ever bought someone flowers, or jewelry or even a stuffed animal. He'd buy Axl 
everything under the sun if he could. God, he was so screwed already. 


He made his way home, pulled up beside the sidewalk. He walked inside, no one in the living room. His 
grandmother must be upstairs in her room, his mother wouldn't be home for a few days. He grabbed a couple 
cans of cola from the fridge before heading down to the basement, book tucked into his back pocket. He could 
hear his stereo going, relieved that Axl was home. He still halfway expected him to bolt, grateful he hadn't 
slipped out while he was gone. He walked through his beads, his fantasy come to life as Axl was laying in his 
bed. He looked as good as he thought he would, staring up at the ceiling with his hair laying around him. He 
looked up at when he walked in, scrambled into a sitting position. He looked somewhat guilty, as if he'd been 
caught doing something. Slash passed him his coke, drinking from his own. 

"What you been up to?" 

‘Nothing really, it's been a slow day." 

"Your telling me. You get all your stuff?" 

"Yeah, Izzy managed to get it all before the landlord got to it. How was work?" 

"Boring, boring and you guessed it, boring.’ 

Axl laughed at that, sipping his drink. Slash felt his familiar introversion creep back up, suddenly shy. 

"l, uh, got you something." 

He pulled the book from his back pocket, handed it to him. Axl looked confused at first, but then his eyes lit up 
and he flashed that smile Slash loved so much. He held the small paperback in his hands, reading the back. 
When he looked back up at him his eyes were practically glowing. 


"This is my favorite book!" 


"Oh yeah?" 


"Yeah! | haven't got to read it in years." 


Slash's heart soared, amazed this simple of a gesture had made him so happy and he'd happened to grab his 
favorite book by chance. 


"| thought it was something to do, so you weren't bored all day, ya know?" 
"Thank you" 

They were both being shy now, unsure what to do. 

"So, you ready to head to practice?" 

"Yeah" 


Axl stood from his bed, walked to his backpack he had on the floor and tucked his book in. That was all the 
possessions he had in this world. Slash thought about clearing out a drawer for him, at least so he could have 
somewhere to put his things. Slash popped in to check on Clyde, a quick glance around at his cats before 
leaving. The rest of the home was still empty, his grandmother still upstairs. He asked Axl for his key and 
locked the front door before they piled into his car. He let Axl pick their station, amused as he cranked it as 
loud as it would go and singing along. He couldn't wait for the day it was their music being blared from 
speakers. When Axl finally got the recognition, he deserved. He drove on, completely unaware of the fifty and a 
twenty tucked into Axl's boot, and how he'd gotten it. 


He pulled them in front of their storage space, his guitar in the backseat. They were charged hourly to play 
here, they all pooled in to help. He daydreamed, he hoped for his own studio someday, where they could do and 
play anything they wanted. He seen Izzy smoking out front, Axl practically rolling out of the car to run over 
and speak with him. Slash pulled out his own smokes, slowly walking in. Izzy gave him a look over Axl's shoulder, 
but not his usually general annoyance with him. He gave him a small nod, a thank you. Slash gave him a small 
nod back, understanding. Whatever his and Izzy's relationship, he and Axl were close, and had been for years. 
He was thanking him for taking his friend in, and that would stay between them. He found Duff inside, also 
smoking and strumming along to a bass. He was the only in, Steven not here yet. He glanced back outside, Axl 
and Izzy were still talking. Axl could talk forever, he had at least a few moments. This wouldn't have to wait 


until after practice after all 
"Hey man, can | talk to you for a second?" 

God, he was cringing inside. He just wanted to know what to do, why was talking about this so hard for him? 
"Sure, what's up?" 


Good old Duff, always willing to help. He almost wished he'd told him to fuck off. 


Duff was sitting on the floor, still strumming his bass. Slash took in a shaky breath, wondering where to begin 
"So, there's someone | really like, like really like.” 

"Ok 

“But its complicated, right?" 

"Ht always is 

"Right, and uh | don't know how to tell this person this, and | feel like tm going crazy." 


He took a deep drawl from his cigarette this time, steeling his nerves. He waited for Duff's answer, who was 


smiling down as he still played around with a chord. 

‘ls this particular person outside right now?" 

He spluttered, staring at him in shock as Duff laughed at him, in a friendly way. 
"What? How did you know?" 

Duff shrugged, staring up at him now. 


"To be fair, Stevie told me he was pretty sure you had a hard on for Axl and then | was like, oh shit he's 
right." 


"Well, what do you think?" 
"I think, you two dumbasses were made for each other. Total opposites, but it works.” 
Slash exhaled, comforted by his friend's words. 


"Stevie and | have a bet, and | got some money riding on this. Please tell me you're going to tell him first. He 
thinks Axl's gonna spill his guts first, but my money's on you." 


Slash laughed, loud enough to echo around the unit. He loved his friends, was grateful to be surrounded by 


such accepting people; even if they were no saints. 


"Don't worry about, just tell him. And don't worry, I've already told Stevie to keep his mouth shut about it. We 
ain't going to let anybody screw with you two." 


Steven bounced in then, followed by Axl and Izzy. They were all taking their respective positions, Axl beside him 
now. He couldn't hear him sing, the instruments drowning him out but he was giving it everything he had. He 
clapped, swung his hips and twirled around. He was absolutely in love with this man, and he was going to tell 
him. Soon. 


Just tell him, tell you coward. That was the thought running through Slash's mind on a never-ending loop. Just 
tell him. He almost had, the night they'd rode home from rehearsal after his talk with Duff. His friend's 
acceptance and advice had given him a boost of confidence, a need to do something. Axl had slid into his car, 
the smell of his shampoo intoxicating. He'd looked into his blue-green eyes and almost told him. Almost. He'd 
gotten cold feet at the last second, and turned on their radio instead. They had a nightly ritual now, one that 
he looked forward to. They'd come home after rehearsal, eat whatever his mother or grandmother left in the 
fridge. Slash didn't have a television downstairs, he knew if they tried to watch then on in the living room his 
mother and grandmother's eyes would burn a hole into his back. But the stereo provided all the entertainment 
they needed. They would take turns picking out an album, and share a joint. Slash was running low; he'd have to 
contact his dealer soon. It had been two weeks since Axl had first spent the night here, and he no longer talked 
about needing to leave. He'd even accepted the bottom drawer Slash had cleared out for him; his things no 
longer packed in a backpack; as if to make a quick getaway. He still slept on the floor though, to Slash's chagrin 
He'd found a spare blanket in his mother's closet he had given him that he now used, but that was where he 


stayed. 


Slash lay on his stomach on said bed, head propped in his hand as they passed their joint back and forth. It 
was Led Zeppelin this time, courtesy of Slash's pick He was mostly watching Axl, who lay on top of his blanket 
on the floor, writing in a notepad. Weed opened a door to him for lyrics it seemed, since they'd started 
smoking, he'd pulled his notepad out and immediately began writing. He'd nod to himself, scribble something out 
and then re-write something. Slash was beyond curious, but wouldn't ask until he was ready to show him. He 
knew he hated people breathing down his neck when he figured out new riffs; he imagined it was the same for 
lyrics. He loved seeing him like this, quiet and thoughtful. He was getting lost in thought now, thinking back to 
an incident that happened a couple of nights ago that stall lay on his heart. He didn't know what else to call it, 
nothing terrible had occurred. But it still stuck out as an incident in his mind. 


Two nights ago, he'd woken up, before he had even looked for Axl he knew he was alone; the room had an 
empty feel now he'd gotten to use to his company. The alarm clock had said 3am; a few hours before he had 
to be up. He'd sat up in bed, the space where Axl had been sleeping empty. He'd stood then and checked in the 
bathroom, the only occupant had been Clyde. He'd gotten worried then, fear drying his mouth. He'd hurried up 
the stairs in nothing but his boxer shorts, the floor cold beneath his feet. He could see the car on the 
sidewalk from the kitchen window, and the rest of the home empty. He'd went back downstairs and began 
pulling clothes on, not paying attention to what he wore. He shoved his feet into some shoes and was back up 
the stairs where he'd collided into Axl; he'd had to grab him before fell back on the kitchen linoleum. Axl had 


stared at him in surprise, eyes widened as he'd looked him over. 
"Are you ok?" He'd asked and then "where were you?" 


Was it even his business? Looking back, he supposed it wasn't, the man could come and go as he pleased. He 
wasn't keeping him a prisoner; he could do what he wanted. But that sick feeling of not knowing where he was 
had clouded his senses. Axl hadn't answered him, so he'd asked again; sterner this time. Worry had folded into 
an almost anger, he could still hear the beating of his heart in his ears. Axl had given him a glare, could see 


how tense his jaw was. But there was no real anger or rage behind that glare, he'd seen him level that look at 


many before him; had seen whatever poor bastard it was leveled at wither. But this one held no real anger or 
rage, this was something else. He'd looked him over again, seeing no signs of a physical altercation He wouldn't 
have been surprised to learn he'd managed to get into a fight somewhere. He'd realized then he'd been blocking 
the door to the basement, and had moved to show he wasn't keeping him from going in. Axl had told him he'd 
been for a walk, that he couldn't sleep. He'd said he'd done it all the time at Izzy's, what was he worrying for? 
It sounded almost rehearsed to Slash, but he'd chosen to believe him. What else could he do? Axl had rolled his 
eyes at him and walked down first, he followed without asking anymore questions. He'd lain back down, could 
hear the shower running. He'd refused to close his eyes again until he'd seen Axl come from the shower and 
lay back down himself. He'd lain there until he was sure that he'd fallen asleep, and only then did he go back to 
sleep himself. He hadn't asked him any other questions, not that night or in the morning. He had no reason to 
not believe him, but something had still felt off to him about it; he just couldn't put his finger on it. He had no 
way of knowing Axl had been gone for hours at that point, had waited until he'd fallen asleep to slip out of the 
house and head to a popular pickup spot, that he had another seventy dollars added to his boot; ever closer to 
the four-hundred-dollar goal for his coveted p.a system. 


Slash felt something bounce off his forehead and a paper ball fall to the floor in front of him. 

"What you thinking about?" 

Axl was looking up at him, expectantly. You, he thought. Always you. 

"Ah, nothing." 

Just tell him, tell him. 

"I'm bored." 

"How's the writing going?" 

"| can't get it all down now, | have a lot to go through." 

He'd tapped the eraser of his pencil against his temple. They all knew he wrote about life experiences, his and 
their friends. That was the realness about him that Slash loved, he was completely authentic. Him indicating he 
was ready for a break pointed to an important topic for him, some thought he may dissect for days to get 
the lyrics he wanted. Axl had been laying on his stomach but now flopped over on his back dramatically, 
staring at the ceiling. Slash chuckled; it did get boring here. But there wasn't a lot starving artists could do. 
"You think Izzy's gonna get us that gig at Madame's?" 


"Oh yea, if anybody can haggle them its Izzy." 


Izzy was supposed to get them a gig within the coming week at Madame's, a bar that kept live bands playing 


over the weekends. There was a rumor she was going to allow another band to perform a few songs as an 


opener; and they were all fiending for it. They had been able to play a handful of live shows before, but to 
disappointingly small crowds. One show had literally four people who stayed to listen. A gig at Madame's would 
be the positive exposure they needed. She always kept a crowd, her food and the strippers a hot commodity 
among the Strip. They had the possibility to play before their largest crowd yet, exciting and terrifying at the 
same time. Black Dog began to play, the guitar rumbling out chaotically. Axl's face lit up and he jumped up 
from the floor. 


"| love this song!" 


He still had the joint, blowing a smoke around him as he danced. He wore his light-colored blue jeans, 


unbuttoned and barefoot. He danced in a circle, much like he did when at the storage unit. 
"Come on, dance with me." 


Slash laughed, not moving from the bed. He'd gladly watch if Axl wanted to, in fact he did out of the corner of 
his eye every time he played But there was no way he was going to. He shook his head no. Axl grabbed him 
by his wrists and tried to pull him from the bed. 


“Come on, don't be boring." 


He let Axl pull him to his feet, flopped his head back playfully. He stood still as Axl moved around him, trying 
to get him to spin with him; Slash wasn't the only one tired of feeling like a coward. He was becoming 
irresistible to Axl; his kindness, gentleness had been foreign to him but was now becoming a staple in his life. 
He wanted to spend every moment with him; had almost come clean that night he caught him coming back 
from a night of indifferent men He'd been surprisingly touched, that Slash was willing to run out a door just to 
go look for him. He'd felt his old familiar friend guilt squeeze his hand around his heart at the worry in his 
eyes, was secretly glad when he'd head anger creep into Slash's voice. Anything was better than that horrible 
guilt. The voice in the back of his head still told him he wasn't worthy of him. But damn it, he was tired of 


that voice, and he wanted to be wanted. 


Slash began to move with him to Axl's amusement, clumsily moving around him. Axl passed him the joint back 
with a spin of his hips, his eyes glinting mischievously. Slash stared down at him, eyes lingering over the 
fullness of his lips. Slash felt a moment of resolve and bravery, it was now or never. He wasn't hiding behind 
excuses anymore. Instead of passing the joint back he wrapped a hand around his wrist and pulled him close to 
his chest; his bare chest pressed against his band shirt. He leaned in to do what he'd been dreaming of since 
he'd met him, pressed his lips against his. They were soft, like a girl's. He kissed him lightly, sensitively. Axl 
didn't pull away from him, or sneer his face in disgust. To his shock Axl had kissed him back, even parted his 
lips for him that Slash barely resisted sliding his tongue into. Instead, he pulled back a little; looking into his 
eyes for confirmation. There was a flush across his pale face, he noticed some freckles that grazed his skin 
he'd never noticed before in a beautiful constellation He still stay pressed against his chest, Slash's hand 
wrapped around his wrist. Slash could feel his heart beat against his chest, knew he felt his as well. He was 


the one to speak, to cement that first step Slash had taken 


"Don't stop." 


Those words had been honey to his ears, and he'd enthusiastically obeyed. He kissed him again, harder this 
time as Axl wrapped his arms around his neck. This time he did let his tongue sweep in, exploring the velvet of 
his mouth. The taste was so uniquely him, sending his blood flow straight to his pants. He wrapped one arm 
around him, letting his hand rest on the small of his back. The other he plunged into his hair, finally feeling the 
soft, silky strands. He wanted them as close as possible, months of desire leading to this. He felt Axl's hands 
travel to his curls and tug lightly when he bit onto his bottom lip. He was completely hard now, the bulge in 
his jeans pressing into Axl's stomach. Still wrapped together he turned them, so now his back was facing the 
bed. He walked them backwards, sitting down as Axl crawled into his lap. He held him steady as he shifted to 
get comfortable, straddling him now. His breathing had quickened, blowing small puffs into Slash's ear that 
raised goosebumps along his skin. His thighs were on either side of him now, Axl was kissing into his neck; he'd 
found a spot he favored right below his earlobe. Slash slid his arms around his waist and gripped his ass with 
both hands, squeezing lightly; pleased with how perfectly he fit into his hands. If he died right now, he'd have 


no complaints; as far as he was concerned, he was already in heaven. 
P i y 


Axl had tilted his head when he felt his hands gripping him, Slash seized the moment to latch onto his neck, 
kissing and sucking where it met his collar bone. He held him there, watching with satisfaction as his pale skin 
darkened beneath his marks; his small moans erotic under the sound of Zeppelin. Slash moved to the other side 
of his neck, whispering into his ear now. He removed one hand that was still on the swell of his jeans to lay on 


the inside of his thigh; could feel his hardness as Axl scooted in closer. 
‘I've wanted you since the moment | saw you Axl, you're all | think about" 


It felt so natural to say there was no nervousness or awkwardness that Slash usually felt when discussing his 
feelings. He felt he could be open with him, vulnerable even; and he wanted this boy in his lap to know 
everything there was about him. He needed him to know how wanted he was. Axl pulled back a little to look into 


his eyes, wrapping his arms around his neck again, crossing his wrists together at the nape of his neck 


"When you showed up to play your guitar for us the first time, | didn't even care if you were good or not. | 
just had to have you around me." 


Axl rolled his hips forward, bringing him even closer into his lap. Slash groaned in spite of himself as he 
brushed against his erection. He was never very vocal during sex, but damned if Axl wasn't going to get a 
response out of him. His jeans were getting painfully tight, constricting against his groin. At the same time, he 
felt vindicated, he was right when he thought Axl was putting the moves on him. The knowledge nestled into 
his heart; euphoric they shared this feeling. Prompted by the hardness in his jeans, he was ready to take 
things further. He whispered into his ear again. 


"Where do you like to be?" 


He'd went back to marking his neck, trailing down to his chest. He definitely wouldn't be going shirtless for the 


next day or So. 


"Hmm?" 


Slash already had an assumption, he just wanted to make sure he was correct and that Axl was comfortable. 
He was going to do this right, openly and honestly. He moved to his ear, asked him again as he kissed his 


earlobe. 

"You know, where do you like to be?" 

Axl realized what he was asking and gave an embarrassed laugh, as if he didn't want to say. 

"Um, where do you like to be?" 

He was deflecting his question, but that was alright. Slash wrapped an arm around him, rolling them over onto 
Axl was laying on his back with him on top. His hair spread out prettily beneath him, he parted his legs slightly 


as Slash lay between them. Slash lay on his chest, twirled a strand of his hair between his fingers, gazing into 


those ocean eyes he loved so much. 
"Is this, ok?" 

Axl wiggled some beneath him, right against his tented jeans. 
"Oh yeah 


Slash raised a little to unbutton his own jeans and slide them off. He never wore under wear, the air cool 
against his hot skin, he could already feel cum gathering at the tip. He done the same with Axl's tossing them 
onto the floor as if they'd personally offended him. Unlike him Axl was wearing boxers, he noted with 
satisfaction the front were slightly damp; he wasn't the only one being driven wild here. He had his fingers 
looped in the waist band when Axl had whispered for him to wait and had laid a hand on top of his hand that 


was still on the waistband 

"| don't want to go all the way, not yet! 

Slash had smiled up at him, rubbed his thumb along the back of his hand 

"That's ok, do you want me to stop?" 

'No, just not all the way. lm not ready" 

Slash wasn't disappointed, there were a million different things they could do. And he wouldn't disrespect his 
boundaries either, they'd do whatever he was comfortable with. Axl removed his hand and pulled his boxers 


down lower to show Slash he could continue. Slash pulled them off, tossing them down to join his jeans. He let 
his gaze roam, trying to memorize every freckle and dip. His strawberry blond body hair contrasted perfectly 


with his skin. He lay down on him fully, the heat from between his legs joining his own. He kissed him again, 
working his mouth in a slow tempo. He lay his head on his shoulder, spoke to him quietly. 


"You're running this show darling, if you don't like something tell me." 


He'd felt Axl nod against him, moved back down to resume his work on his chest. This time he wrapped his 
mouth around a hardened nipple and sucked around it gently, pulling away as Axl had jerked and softly cursed. 


"Too much?" 
Axl wrapped a hand on the back of his head and guided him back down, massaging his scalp with his fingers. 
"No, no | like it." 


Slash had smiled and took him back in his mouth, held in place with Axl's hand. He'd released him from his 
mouth and blew against the hardened nub gently. He moved to the other to do the same, teasing it between 
his teeth before properly taking it into his mouth. Knowing he had Axl beneath him, feeling the muscles in his 
stomach contract with the whimpers he was earning was almost enough to send him over the edge 
prematurely. He moved down further, brushing a thumb over the nipple he'd just been teasing. His baby would 
look with a nipple ring, he'd mention it to him later; would gladly pay for it for him. He moved on down, nuzzling 
against his stomach and licking a stripe against him. He was glad they still had their stereo playing; Axl 
apparently was just as vocal in the bed as he was when singing. He was moving against him, creating an almost 
unbearable heat. He kissed a jutting hip bone, held Axl's leg in his hand as he raised his thigh higher. He 
dragged his mouth along the inside, gazing up at Axl as he did. He was panting, flushed and gripped his 
headboard with one hand. 


He nipped there gently, giving his own cock a much-needed stroke as he did. He marked the inside of his thigh 
as he had his neck, leaving purplish hickies behind as he went. He lowered the leg he had and moved to his 
other one, doing the same with that thigh. He could feel the quiver of his leg against his cheek as he did, could 
see the sweat beginning to bead on his stomach. He was almost desperate for contact himself at this point, his 
cock throbbing between his legs and begging to be touched. He knew Axl felt the same, watching as he dripped 
beneath him. He was still working his thigh when he felt Axl's hand brush along his hair, his quiet request. 


"Slash, please." 


He knew what he wanted, would have loved to hear him beg for it properly, but that could wait for another 
day. He immediately moved from his thigh and wrapped his lips around the head of his cock, no teasing this 

time. Axl was gripping his headboard with both hands now, shaking as he worked up and down his length. He 

was moaning his name now; forever etched onto his memory. He only stayed there a moment before pulling 
away, knowing they were both close to finishing. He spread his legs a little wider around him, laying his groin 
directly against his. He began to stroke them together, taking turns between teasing and tugging. Axl felt so 
good pressed against him, like they were made to fit together. He felt the pull that let him know an orgasm 
was coming, he kept the pace he had set for them. He had his face pressed against Axl's neck, loving the 


feeling of his fingernails digging into his shoulder, the way he had buried his face against his shoulder. He was 
still moaning earnestly against him and moving his hips upward against his hand; crying out his name when he 
came. Slash felt him spill from between his fingers, running down his hand as kept stroking. He came a moment 


later, groaning against Axl's neck as he did; less fanfare but still exhilarated. 


He rolled off of him, panting and attempting to catch his breath. He wiped his hand clean on the sheet. His 
heart was still racing, sweat cooling his skin. He propped himself up on his elbow, laying on his side beside Axl 
who still lay on his back. He lay a hand on his stomach, kneaded his fingers against him. Axl's skin was still 
flushed, his breathing returning to normal. He brushed a hand through his sweaty hair, rolling over on his side 
now. Slash grinned at him, getting one back. 


"Was that good?" 

Axl nodded his affirmation, Slash held his arms out to him, wrapped them around him as he lay his head on his 
chest. He ran a hand through his hair, kissed the top of his head. There would be no more of him sleeping on 
the floor, Slash would be sure this is where Axl spent his nights now; in his arms and in his bed. Their album 
had just played its last song, comfortable silence engulfing them. 

"Slash?" 

"Yeah?" 


"There's some things about me-" 


Axl trailed off, as if unsure how to finish his thought. Slash played with the fingers on his hand that Axl had 


pressed on his chest. 
"Whatever it is it doesn't matter. I've got you Axl. Completely.” 


Slash wrapped his arms around him tighter; Axl relaxed against him, allowed himself to be held 


Slash woke with a comfortable weight nuzzled against his side; a mess of red hair tucked under his arm that 
was wrapped around a warm body. His alarm clock was ringing in his ear, announcing its annoying presence to 
the world. He sleepily fumbled until he silenced it, lay on his back trying to gather his thoughts. They came 
back to him slowly, he chuckled to himself; a sleepy grin taking over his face. He remembered dancing, or 
rather Axl dancing and being an unwitting party to it. Of finally being brave, how amazing his lips had felt 
against his when he'd pulled him in to kiss him. Of the sex that followed, how Axl had moaned his name in his 
ear. He was fully awake now, Axl still in a deep sleep by his side. He gently unfolded himself from him, 
regretfully. He sat on the edge of the bed, ran a hand through Axl's tangled hair. The thought of calling into 
work and spending the day with him crossed his mind, but he pushed it away. He couldn't afford to get fired 
now. He wasn't like he had money to spare right now, between paying his mother rent and the normal things he 
needed, he'd been secretly putting money back from his weekly pay for a p.a system. He knew the one Axl had 
his eye on, and after briefly entertaining the thought of stealing it, he'd thought better of it. He wanted to 
surprise him with it, no strings attached. Just something that was completely his own. He knew that was a 
sore spot of Axl's, that he always had to find one to borrow for the small shows they had done, that they 
couldn't even hear the lyrics to the songs they rehearsed. So, he'd fix it for him, get him his own. This was 


special. 


He softly got up from the bed and headed to the bathroom, gave Clyde an affectionate pat before hopping in 
the shower. He left a few moments later, quietly slipping into some clothes. Axl had moved in his sleep, laying 
on his stomach now, arm wrapped around Slash's pillow. Still moving as quietly as possible, he headed upstairs. 
Weak sunlight was pouring in from the kitchen window, hiding behind gray clouds. It was still early, but it looked 
like rain He leaned against the counter top waiting on a cup of coffee to brew, still replaying last night in his 
mind. He was starting to regret his decision to not call into work, not wanting to spend the day away from him. 
But he was a provider at heart, he could never do what his own father had done to his family; leave them in a 
financial struggle that was at times suffocating. He'd work his fingers to the bone before he allowed that to 
happen. 


A purple flower in his mother's window box caught his eye, still wet from the morning dew. He opened the 
window and plucked it from the box, twirled some of the droplets off. Purple was one of Axl's favorite colors, 
he remembered that. He laid it on the counter and rummaged through a kitchen drawer before finding a small 
note pad and pencil. He picked the flower and note he'd written up and went back downstairs, eyes having to 
adjust to the dark again. Axl still lay on his stomach, breathing deep and even. How he just wanted to slide back 
under the covers beside him. He left his note and flower on the nightstand, kissed the back of his bare 
shoulder lightly. He went back upstairs, grabbed the car keys and coffee before leaving; his thoughts already 


on returning home. 


Axl awoke alone, face buried in a pillow. He rose to a sitting position, ran a hand across his face. Unlike Slash he 
didn't need a moment to collect his thoughts, his mind already firing at all cylinders. He looked down at his 
naked body, at the light bruises that covered his chest and the insides of his legs. Regret was folding itself 
around his heart, so thick and heavy he almost couldn't carry it. He'd given in to forbidden desires, had spoken 
secrets aloud he'd meant to keep buried. They had all come flooding out of him, the second he'd felt Slash curl 


his hand around his wrist and pull him into a kiss he was done for. He was ashamed; ashamed at how bad he 


had wanted it, that he had eqged it on. He'd listened to the voice he thought was an angel whisper he was 
deserving of this boy's kindness and love only to find it was the devil all along. Jesus, he'd almost told him 
something about himself that even Izzy didn't know. And what would that have done? Besides guarantee Slash a 
seat at the table that was his fucked up life. His gaze fell on a folded note and flower on the night stand, 
feeling nauseous he picked the flower up, still admiring the beauty of it. He picked up the note next, reading 


Slash's messy scrawl. It was a simple note, but still a dagger in his heart. 
| can't wait to see you tonight. 


He'd meant what he said, that he needed Slash around him, craved his presence. But he was severing this cord 
now, he was already in too deep. He leapt from the bed and padded over to the dresser, pulling out what little 
belongings he had. He pulled on his jeans and a t-shirt, shoved his feet down into his boots; his wad of money 
still taking up residence there. He ran a hand through his hair to brush out the tangles, feeling frantic now. He 
shoved everything he had in his backpack, shoving it all in haphazardly. He packed it over to the bed, making 
sure he had everything. The book Slash had gifted him had fallen to the bottom, he pulled it out and held it 
between his hands. He felt tears well in his eyes; just leave it he thought to himself. Leave any personal 


connection behind. 


But he couldn't, his hands refused to obey that order. In defiance of himself, he picked up the note Slash had 
written him and tucked it in the pages of the book. He picked up the flower, and done the same with it; 
pressing it safely between the pages. He placed it back down in his pack, hoisted it onto his shoulders. The small 
cat that had taken up with him had jumped up beside him, guilty he shooed her away. His heart growing heavy 
by the second he walked up the stairs, refusing to look back at what had been his safe haven these past few 
weeks. He walked into the kitchen, relieved that he was alone. Slash's mother was hardly ever home, but his 
grandmother was always a presence. He was quickly making his way to the front door, a voice stopping him in 
his tracks. 


"Young man" 


Authoritative, stern. But not cruel, he didn't believe that voice could ever be. He turned to see Slash's 
grandmother on a favorite perch, a lounge couch in the living room; resplendent in pink today. She held her 
book she'd been reading clutched in one hand, looking at him over the top of her glasses. She was giving him a 
look that would see through any lie, she could already see what he was doing. It was written all over his face, 
in the way he held his pack on his shoulders. He still tried to think up some lie, stopped speaking when she'd 


raised a hand at him. 
"You're about to break two hearts Today." 


That cut him deeply, deeper than he ever had been before. He felt hot, like he couldn't breathe. He'd wanted to 
slip out unseen and unheard. He didn't even know why he was still standing here, trying to explain himself; three 
more steps and he would be out of this home, never to return No answer he could give would be good 
enough, she was still looking at him expectantly. He knew she still thought he would put his things down, agree 


to stay in the home. She was even holding her arms out to him now, willing to take him into them. If only she 


knew how he spent his nights, how many cars he had performed sexual acts in, the men whose names he 
would never know he met in back alleys for a quick buck. How the simplest act of trust was all but foreign to 


him. Instead he'd just shaken his head at her, the tears spilling down his face now. He'd managed to choke out, 
"| just can't." 


He ducked out the door, not able to look into her kind face a moment longer or the arms she still held out for 


him. He heard her yell after him as he shut the door. 
"You come back home to us!" 


The hot feeling didn't leave him, in fact it seemed to grow now that he was completely alone. He had no real 
plan, no idea what to do next. He angrily wiped at his face, not allowing himself to feel any regret or sadness 
about what he'd just done. What was done was done, he'd ended it before they both got hurt in a way they 
couldn't recover from. He was still running on emotions, and realized he wanted to hear his family's voice more 
than anything. They'd barely spoken to him since he'd left for LA, except for his grandmother. That had left a 
void in him that had never healed. He was walking aimlessly, but he was nearing a bar that he knew kept 
payphones. He quickened his pace, willing himself to get there faster. He blended in with the crowd, nobody 
paying him any mind. He stopped at the first open phone, digging in his boot for money. He'd gotten change 


from a man at the phone next to his, popped his quarter in and dialed a number for Indiana. 


He held the phone to his ear, closed his eyes and felt his heart race. What would he even say? Admit he 
fucked it up and couldn't make it out here, come get him? He knew they would, if he asked his stepfather 
would drag his pickup truck up here; eager to have him back under his control again. To tell him how wrong 
and sinful he was being, that's all the drive back home would be. Back to his mother's disappointed eyes and 
passive aggressive comments about how he dressed, his hair. The phone still rang, an endless wailing that 
personified how alone he felt right now. He wasn't going to get an answer. He hung up the phone, breathing 
deeply. He was feeling more rational now, put in another quarter to make another call to someone he knew 
would answer. Izzy had given him Mike's number, he dialed it now hoping Izzy was the one to pick up. Someone 


picked up after the second ring, a woman's voice. 
"Yeah?" 

"Is Izzy there?" 

"Uh huh" 

"Can you get him for me? Please?" 


He'd added that last part almost desperately, needing to talk to someone. The line went silent for a moment, he 


was about to hang it up when he heard his best friend's familiar grumpy voice. 


"Why do you keep waking me up?" 


He almost laughed in spite of himself. He struggled to find the right thing to say, his thoughts jumbling 
together. Izzy understood, as he always did. 


"Something happened. What happened?" 

"Its just a lot right now-" 

"What'd he do?" 

Nothing, besides try to love a train wreck. 

"He didn't do anything, its just gotten complicated and | can't do it." 
"You two fucked?" 

"God lzzy-" 

"Alright, you two fucked and what now? What's the problem?" 


He heard Izzy light up a cigarette as he waited for his answer. He suddenly felt so tired, down to the bone. He 
was tired of these secrets, of this pain. His throat felt raw, like he'd already been crying for hours. 


"Axl?" 

"| cant stay there anymore Izzy, | can't. Can | stay with you, just for today while | work something out?" 
"Axl." 

"Just for today | swear, | promise." 

He heard Izzy give a long-suffering sigh, inhale smoke. 

"You know it's not me man, its Mike. It's his place." 


He was nodding even though he knew Izzy couldn't see him. He had become too dependent on those around him, 


and this is what it had left him. Izzy's voice came back, interrupting his thoughts. 
"Damn it, just give me a minute." 


He waited, the phone pressed against his ear, anxious for the answer. Izzy came back on after a few minutes, 


easing his anxiety somewhat. 


"Alright, come over. He said just for today though, and he meant it. But we'll get something worked out.” 
"Thank you, I'll be there soon 


He hung up, filled with gratitude for Izzy. He'd saved him more than once, and he was still doing it. An hour 
later he was outside Mike's door, the same litter on the pathway as before. He knocked on the dented door, 
praying it was Izzy who answered. It was, his friend looking thinner and paler than ever. Circles under his eyes 
making his face even more gaunt. He motioned him inside, laid an arm around his shoulder when he walked in. It 
was more crowded than it was last time, he felt Izzy was trying to shield him from seeing something but was 
in no mood to question anything. He led him back to the same stuffy room as before, his arm still wrapped 
around his shoulder. He closed a door behind them, a hole the size of a boot in the bottom. 


"Tell me what happened." 


Slash was happy the ride home, eager to be back home. He'd driven a little faster than usual, just to get there 
quicker. After parking he strode in, his grandmother sitting at the kitchen table, as if she were waiting on him. 
The look on her face made his blood run cloud, his heart sink. She was trying to speak to him but he pushed 
past her, straight down to the basement that felt cold and empty. No music, no belongings everywhere, no Axl. 
He pulled the drawer out Axl had been using, finding it completely empty. He felt he had a stone in his 
stomach, his skin prickling. What had happened? In the few hours he'd been at work what had happened? He ran 
both his hands through his hair, feeling panic now rise up. The note and flower he'd left this morning were 
gone; a piece of paper left in its place. His hand shook as he read it, sat down on the bed. He read it over and 


over, not understanding. 
I'm sorry. You're better off. 


Angrily he balled it up and threw it at a wall; held his head in his hands and cried. 


He tried to make himself comfortable on the mattress that still lay on the floor, an almost impossible feat. 
The bare floor was preferable to this, but Izzy didn't seem to mind it. Axl had his back propped against the 
wall; knees drawn in close to his chest. Izzy had opted to sprawl back on the mattress, blowing smoke rings to 


the ceiling. 


"So, let me get this straight. He didn't yell at you, didn't hit you, didn't do shit to you. Besides leave you a 


flower." 


Izzy rolled his eyes and stuck his tongue out at this, as if it were the most disgusting thing he'd heard. Axl 
bristled at that expression, already regretting he'd told him that. 


"And without a word to him, you ran. And gave a poor old woman a heart attack in the process." 
"You're not listening to me!" 
"Oh, I'm listening, you're just not making any sense to me right now." 


He blew another smoke ring at the ceiling, ignoring Axl's angry huff. He was tired of trying to explain this to 
Izzy, who was being purposefully obtuse. Why couldn't he see his side of this? 


"No, you're not! Its wrong, he'll get fucked up being around me. | was stupid, | should have left him alone." 


"He Christ incarnate or something? What's so special about him and wrong with you? And you are being stupid, 


by taking off like you did. Curly Q probably pissed himself when he got home." 

"Stop calling him that." 

Axl leaned forward and rested his head on his crossed arms, on top of his knees. The guilt was eating him 
alive. He didn't want to think about Slash coming home to the basement alone, it was just another hurt he had 
caused him that he didn't deserve. He should have never accepted his invitation to stay with him, he had been 
selfish. Stupid 


‘lm trying to get in that thick head of yours, I'm not seeing what the problem is here." 


Axl ignored him, sneering when Izzy lightly kicked his leg. Izzy turned his tone serious, trying to get through to 


him. 
"Why won't you just let yourself by happy, huh?" 
Axl leaned his head back against the wall with a soft thud, gave the most honest answer he could. 


"Because | don't know how." 


They sat together in silence for a moment, Izzy tossing a cigarette at him as he lit another one. 


"Yeah, | know." 


Izzy moved a hand around in the air, trying to find the best way to phrase his thoughts. 
"Don't you think its time you changed that?" 


He sat up, leaning his back against the wall beside of Axl. He let him lay his head on his shoulder, knowing he 
was the only constant source of comfort that Axl had. He wished he could understand his friend better, view 
the world they way he did. He may have teased him mercilessly when Slash had joined their bad, could see it 
from a mile away that Axl was crushing on him as hard as a schoolgirl. But he'd secretly hoped he could make 
something out of it, but now he wasn't so sure. He gave his shoulder a squeeze with his free hand, wishing he 
could arrange the jumbled puzzle pieces that was his poor friend's life. He shifted on the mattress, tired 
himself. He hadn't been able to get them a weekend slot at Madame's, if anything they would be lucky to get in 
two weeks from now, on a Sunday night. He dreaded telling the others, body aching for another line of blow. He 
was using as much as he was selling these past weeks, and it was starting to catch up to him. He was trying 
to focus on one problem at a time, and right now his friend needed him the most. He squeezed his shoulder 


again, voicing his new suggestion. 

"You need to call him." 

"No." 

"You need to, he doesn't even know where you are. That's not fair to him." 

Axl tensed under his shoulder, getting angry with him now. He didn't care, he was trying to get him to 
understand, but he didn't really understand that situation himself. He knew about Axl's messed up childhood, 
had seen the damage unfold first hand. But there was something else going on here he felt, that Axl wasn't 
telling him. He was still going to try to be a voice of reason for him. 


"Since when do you care about whats fair to him? l'm trying not to hurt him anymore!" 


"Because it's not, you're just hurting the both of you. You mean to tell me you'll try to call your psychotic 
fucking parents but not him?" 


He finished his smoke, flicked the end of it into a waste basket across the room. 


"Don't think | forgot about that. Trying to go back there, hell were you thinking? You're our front man, you 


can't just leave. | should kick your ass for that one." 


He let him mull that over for a moment, taking the fact he wasn't arguing with him as a good sign. He could 


hear Mike and his girlfriend in the living room, knew he was already preparing for a night of dealing on the 


streets. He expected he would ask him to join him again tonight, double the sell and double his profits. 
"What would | even say to him?" 

He whispered it, so low Izzy almost didn't hear him. He wished he had the answer for him. 

"| don't know. Sleep on it, you'll figure it out” 


Slash had already been doing just that, he didn't know how long he had cried; until it felt his soul had been 
purged. The quiet, and emptiness of the room seemed to crowd around him, but he didn't have the heart to 
turn on the stereo. He'd come to think of it as their stereo, their music, their home. It somehow felt wrong 
for it to be playing now. He'd dragged himself upstairs, thankfully being left alone. 

He'd called all their mutual friends, received the same answer from them all; no, we ain't seen him. Duff at 
least had the good grace to ask if he was ok, to ask what had happened. He'd answered honestly, that he didn't 
know. He'd even called Steven, knowing there was zero chance he would know, and he'd been right. There was no 
love lost between those two, and Steven made that clear. He'd sat at the kitchen table, watching the sky as it 
darkened outside. The flowers in his mother's window box waved in the wind, how was it just this morning he'd 
picked one out of that box for him? There was no rehearsal today, he wouldn't have gone even if there had 
been. He heard a peal of thunder, the clouds finally releasing their rain. The phone ringing brought him out of 
his thoughts, he grabbed it off the wall before it could ring a second time. He already knew who it was. 


Back at Mike's apartment, he and Izzy were making their way into the night, the rain no deterrent to them. Axl 
stayed behind with his girlfriend; he learned her name was Lucy. Underneath her worn exterior she was soft 
spoken, and kind. Mike made an ugly comment as they left, laughing about the bitches being left behind. Axl had 
flipped him off behind his back, to Lucy's amusement. She had told him about a cheap motel she knew, 
extremely low rates and they allowed you to pay for up to a week. It may be his best option now, he ruefully 
thought to himself. Lucy eventually went to another back room, to sleep. He was alone now, in this unfamiliar 
apartment that he didn't like. The broken clock told him it was a little after midnight, he knew Slash would still 
be awake. They would be smoking together by now, listening to some record before going to bed. He knew Slash 
would have expected him to sleep beside him tonight, he remembered how good it had felt to lay beside him; 
his arms had felt as comforting as he had imagined. He'd been thinking over what Izzy had told him, and he 
agreed that Slash at least deserved a call. He felt sick at the thought of it, he'd hoped that note would be 
enough but that had been naive to think How were they even supposed to play together now? He'd messed 
everything up, as usual. Lucy had told him he could use the phone if he needed to, kept in their living room. He 
didn't want to wait until the morning, he wanted to call him now while he was feeling brave. And that horrible, 
selfish part of him just wanted to hear Slash's voice. He nervously dialed his number, his mouth dry. The 


phone only rang once before it was picked up. 
"Where did you go? Why did you leave?" 
Axl breathed out slowly, trying to find the right thing to say. 


m sorry. | really am so sorry, and um Izzy's friend's place for now. 
"| y. | really y, and um Izzy's friend's place f " 


"Really? That mean bastard? You'd rather stay over there than with me?" 


He was angry now, and Axl was glad for it. Anger he could understand, even more so when it was directed at 


him. That was familiar to him, better than guilt or sadness. 
"Its just for tonight, I'm going to see about a motel tomorrow." 


"No, you're not staying at some seedy, filthy motel where the drug dealers and prostitutes hang out. No way, 
what's his address? I'm picking you up." 


His heart broke, if he thought he could ever tell Slash his greatest secret that confirmed he couldn't. The 


tears finally did come, he pressed a hand against his mouth to stifle the sound. Slash, who was the epitome of 


goodness in his eyes, would see him as filthy and unclean. 

"Axl? What's the address?" 

"Your better off, trust me." 

"No, I'm not, let me pick you up. Please, don't do this." 

Slash cursed under his breath, the phone silent on Axl's end. He already had his car keys in his hand, ready to 
go. He wanted to already be out the door, on the way to get him. Now that he knew he was safe, he had 
started to get angry with him, was ready to give him an earful about it; but on their way home. Not like this. 
"Tell me I'll see you at practice tomorrow. At least give me that." 

"Ok" 

"Stay close to Izzy, | don't like Mike, he's a mean motherfucker. Stay away from him." 

Axl briefly wondered what he would think if he knew they were both gone, to take care of some business as 
Izzy had put it. He didn't even know why he'd promised he would see him tomorrow, but it was inevitable. They 
were in a band together; he couldn't avoid him forever. 

"| am" 

Slash sighed, heart breaking all over again. 


"| don't understand this, | don't know why you're doing this. " 


"I told you, you're better off" 


Axl was keeping his answers short and clipped, not wanting to betray the waver in his voice. 


"You're wrong, you don't even know how wrong you are. Please show up tomorrow, if you change your mind 


and want me to get you call me, | don't care what time it is. I'll come get you." 


Axl was about to hang the phone up, he hesitated a moment when he heard Slash's voice again, telling him he 
loved him. He tried to pretend he didn't hear it, didn't respond. He hung the phone up, wanted nothing more 
than to throw it against the wall in frustration. But judging by the holes in the walls Mike done that enough, he 
wasn't going to add another one for Lucy to cover. He went back to the room Izzy was staying, trying to shut 
the door behind him firmly; left it hanging lopsided in the frame. He lay on the mattress, staring at the ceiling. 


He already knew this was his view for the next few hours; sleep was not coming to him tonight. 


He must have managed to fall asleep, the next moment he was aware of was being awakened by a boot jostling 
his ribs; just hard enough to hurt. He shot up, confused and angry; ready to fight if he needed to. His eyes 
focused on a large figure standing beside of him, relaxing slightly when he recognized who it was. Mike stood; 
muscled arms crossed over his chest with that cruel smirk he always seemed to wear. Axl lightly held his side 


that had been kicked, sitting up on the mattress. 
"The fuck man?" 
"That the thanks l'm gonna get for letting you crash here last night?" 


Axl rolled his eyes, as if he'd done that out of the kindness of his heart; that had been Izzy. But he had a 
point, as much as he hated to admit it. He wasn't interested in making trouble for Izzy who had stuck his neck 
out for him, or even Lucy for that matter. Without another word he stood and began gathering his things; 
obviously being shown the door. Mike still stood there, making him feel uncomfortable now. He done his best to 
keep him in his peripheral vision as he pulled his boots on and gathered his backpack. Why Izzy was friends 
with him he couldn't understand. He pulled his pack onto his shoulders, skirting around him but throwing him a 
glare. He heard him follow behind him as walked out, skin crawling with the tension. Izzy sat at the kitchen 
table, threw him a sleepy wave as he walked by. It was only seven in the morning, he assumed they'd just got 
back in from leaving last night. Mike was still hot on heels, walking him to the front door like a prisoner walking 


down the green mile. He slammed the door behind, unnecessarily. 


He let out the breath he hadn't realized he'd been holding, grateful he'd spoken with Lucy last night, at least he 
had a new destination in mind now. He wasn't familiar with the motel she'd told him of, but he knew the general 
area, He'd walked these streets enough to get his bearings. This particular walk had already taken longer than 
he had anticipated, the sign of the motel so faded he'd past it and had to retrace his steps backwards; his 
boots beginning to form blisters now. He hesitated a moment, taking in the building. It was low and squat, 10 or 
rooms lined beside of each other. There were a couple of cars in the parking lot, every one as run down as 
the building they were parked outside of. He sighed, already imaging the bed bugs he would be sharing a bed 
with. He'd made his way to the front lobby, noted the dust that lay on the leaves of a fake plant by the door. 
It was obvious this place was never cleaned. It was small, the only furniture a small desk being propped up by 
a tall, lanky man with greasy hair. He looked as if he cleaned himself as often as he did his lobby. He gave him 


a smile that was anything but friendly, his eyes roaming over him longer than necessary. 


He'd asked about an open room, gotten the affirmative there were a few open. He'd then asked about renting a 
room for a week, was again told that he had one open. The whole conversation the man let his eyes travel 
over him, letting him know he was interested He'd winced when he told him the rate for a week, it was cheap 
like Lucy had promised; but would still take a chunk of his money. He had ignored the man's advances do far, 
was bending down to pull some money from his boot when he'd laid a hand on top of his he'd placed on the 


small desk and gave a particularly greasy smile. 


"For you though, | can give a special rate." 


He gave him another number, much lower than what he'd originally said. Axl thought on it for a second, not 
really wanting this man to touch him; but interested in the better rate. He nodded, handing him over the 
money. The man handed him a key, told him to lock the door. He sat down on a small stool that had been 
hidden behind the desk, the sound of his zipper being pulled down loud in the small room. He lay his pack down, 
walking around to meet him behind the desk; sinking down to his knees eager to get this over with. He was just 
as greasy as he had imagined he would be, could barely keep himself from gagging around him. He'd heard the 
man give a small laugh, was sure he thought he was gagging because he was too big, arrogant prick. He let his 
mind wander to the only enjoyable sex he'd really had, to the way Slash had held and stroked them both 
together; it had been new to him, and intimate on another level. A few moments later he was in his discounted 
room, scrubbing himself clean in a small shower. He'd taken a look around the room, it was nothing special. 


There were no visible stains or trash that he could see, but then again, he hadn't checked the mattress yet. 


Slash had started his morning in silence, missing Axl's random ramblings that had filled the quiet places. Slash 
was never much of a talker, but Axl could talk someone's ear off. He missed it. He'd taken his usual morning 
shower, fed Clyde and the cats. His mood wasn't going to improve until he could see and speak to Axl; he was 
hoping to talk him into coming back here with him. He wanted to get to the bottom of this problem and move 
forward from it. He'd already forgiven Axl; he just needed him back home now. After months of keeping his 
feelings a secret until he thought he would go insane; he wasn't going to let him go that easily just because 
Axl got himself wrapped up in his own head. His boss at work had even noticed his sour mood, completely out 
of character as Slash was usually friendly with everyone, if shy. He was an older man, tall and fit with olive 
hair he kept slicked back. Slash had been mildly amused as Luis had put on his best paternal tone and gave him 


a concerned look. 

"Trouble with a girl?" 

Slash had laughed humorlessly, not even having the energy to explain 
"Yeah, something like that." 


He didn't have many customers; he was sure they were deterred by his sour mood, not that he could bring 
himself to care. He already had his guitar in his car and was ready to leave for practice. He wasn't even sure 
what songs they were practicing today, he just wanted to see Axl. Luis had given him a pat on the shoulder as 
he'd left, not asking any other questions. He'd fled to his car, already smoking before he'd slid in. He'd been 
smoking more lately, an outlet for his stress. He'd scanned the storage for a glimpse of red hair, 
disappointment wringing his heart as he realized he wasn't here. Izzy was here, looking half asleep as he sat in 
a circle with Duff and Steven. He gave Steven a curt nod, they'd had words on the phone last night and he 
wasn't ready to let it go yet. Duff had looked as if he were going to ask him a question, but he'd shook his 
head at him. He was in no mood for questions. Izzy gave nothing away, as usual. Not that he had any right to 
be mad at him. It was obvious Izzy had news, was waiting for everyone to show up before spilling it. They all 
sat around a moment, smoking and each lost in their own thoughts. Izzy suddenly stood and walked outside, 


Slash saw it as his opportunity to get some answers. He followed on his heel, getting ignored as usual. 


'lzzy-" 


"No, I'm waiting until everybody gets here. | just needed some air." 

"Yeah, | know, is Axl-" 

Izzy cut him off again with a huff. 

‘lm not getting into this with you. Ask him yourself” 

Slash was ignoring his tone, a clear attempt to get him to fuck off that he wasn't heeding. 
"Is he ok? Did he tell you anything?" 


Izzy shook his head, blew out a puff of smoke. He looked down at his feet for a moment, when he spoke again 


his tone was softer, less insulting. 


Listen man, you just gotta be patient with him. Fuck | know it ain't easy, sometimes | want to strangle him 


myself. It just gets messed up in here with him." 

Izzy motioned to his own head, already confirming what Slash knew. 

"He kept saying he thought | was better off without him, | don't understand what he means." 

"Neither did |, like | said you'll have to ask him." 

"He's not exactly making it easy." 

Izzy laughed in agreement. 

"Don't | know it. He ever tell you anything about Indiana?" 

This had taken a turn Slash hadn't expected. 

"No." 

"He didn't have it easy. Ya know he's small, he was an easy target for bullies. His big mouth never helped him 
out either. But anyway, his dad used to beat the hell out of him all the time. And | mean like all the time, 


nothing he could do was ever good enough for him. Bastard." 


This was new information to Slash, but it was confirming many suspicions he'd had about Axls family. Not that 
it made hearing this any easier, he could already feel his temper flaring at a man he'd never met. 


"You know all those bullshit fights he used to get into all the time?" 


"Yeah." 

"| got to thinking about that one night. And | think the reason he wanted to fight so much was because he 
missed having someone hit him, in a weird Stockholm syndrome type of way. He didn't have that anymore so 
he went out looking for it." 

Izzy nodded to himself, agreeing with his own opinion. Slash pondered it over, silently agreed that it made sense. 
It just made him want to load him in his car and take him back home even more. Take away that hurt. Izzy 


suddenly looked back up at him, cigarette dangling between his fingers. 


"Don't let him know | told you that. He'll eventually open up to you, act shocked when he does. | just thought it 
might help you understand him better." 


With that Izzy was back to ignoring him, walking back inside and clapping his hands to get everyone's attention 
"Dipshits gather round, | was trying to wait on Axl but shocker, he's late." 

Duff and Steven laughed; Slash walked back in to join them. 

"| got some good news, and | got some bad news." 


Axl chose that moment to walk in, pointedly not looking in Slash's direction as he did. Izzy noticed him and 
clapped his hands together again. 


"Speaking of bad news here he is! Pay attention, | ain't repeating myself” 


Axl took a spot next to Izzy, still ignoring him. Slash still looked him over, noting how tired he looked. How sad 
he looked. 


| got us a spot at Madame's." 
Duff and Steven whooped, silenced as Izzy held up a finger. 
"But, its not until two weeks from today. And on a Sunday. 


Groans followed that, disappointment. Sunday nights never did well, the crowds were small and not rowdy. The 
coveted slot was midnight on Friday or Saturday, that's when the real action was in swing. 


"Hey hey! | done what | could, | don't see any of you all even getting that. You're welcome." 


Sarcastic thank you's were thrown around, Izzy bowing sarcastically right back. Slash knew the others would 


learn to be grateful, it may not be what they wanted but it was a start. Axl was still looking at the ground, 


playing with a strand of hair the way he did when he was nervous. He caught his eye once, just for Axl to look 
away quickly. This was hurting him so bad, a night ago he held him in his arms as he slept. Izzy was going into 
more detail about the gig, but Slash wasn't listening and neither was Axl. Slash took that as his moment to 
slide beside him, ask if he could talk to him outside. After a moment he'd nodded, followed Slash out of the 
unit. Duff had again caught Slash's eye and give him an encouraging nod. Outside Axl leaned his back again the 
tin, crossed his arms tightly across himself and stared down at his feet; in a similar way that Izzy had done. 
Slash tried to relax his posture, leaned sideways against the side of the building facing Axl. 


"Did you find your motel?" 
"Yeah" 

"Did you get any sleep last night?" 
"A little, yeah" 


He was playing what strand of hair again, visibly uncomfortable now. Slash sighed, trying to find the right 


words. 


"Listen, you just really worried me last night, ok? | care about you a lot, and to be honest it hurt me the way 


you took off" 


He didn't think he'd ever told somebody that before, that they had hurt him. But he was desperate for Axl to 
hear this. 


"And | don't know what you mean, that I'm better off without you. Can you explain that to me? Please?" 


He was keeping his tone soft, gently. Izzy's word still rang in his mind, and it did make a lot of sense in the way 


Axl reacted to situations. He could adjust, if Axl could. Axl cleared his throat, talking down at his feet: 
| wasn't trying to hurt you, and I'm sorry for that. | really am. " 


"You can't do that to me Axl. You just can't, you have to talk things out with me. | know its not easy, hell | 
barely know what to say now. But you have to try.” 


He waited to see how Axl would react to that, but his expression was giving nothing away. 


‘lm just not a good person Slash, and you are. That's the only way | can explain it, good people don't belong 
with bad people." 


Slash's heart had started to mend, but he felt it shatter a little at that. He wished Axl could see himself the 


way he did, how in awe he was of him. 


"That's some bullshit if | ever heard any. You're not a bad person, | don't think I've ever met someone as good 


as you." 

Axl snorted, not believing him. 

‘Im serious, and fuck whoever has got you thinking that." 

"Its whatever Slash, it's not going to work out. | shouldn't have let it go as far as | did" 
Now it was Slash's turn to snort in disbelief. 


"No, we love each other. You told me that, you said you had to have me around you. And since the day | met 


you, | knew, you're it for me. No one matters to me like you do. No one." 
"Yeah, still doesn't mean I'm good for you." 


"Fuck me and your stubbornness Axl, really. This is silly, you think I'm such a dumbass | can't figure out for 
myself what's good for me?" 


Axl whipped his head up at him, mad now. 
"Maybe | do!" 


Color was rising to his cheeks, his eyes glowing. Slash was glad to see it, wanted to kiss that smart ass mouth, 
feel Axl give into him again; let him take control again. He laughed, just pissing Axl off even more. He was 
practically vibrating in anger beside him now, glaring daggers at him. He couldn't put his finger on it just yet, 
but he thought he may be getting somewhere now. He turned his tone soft again, gentle. 


‘lm not making fun darling, I'm not. If we need to take this slower its ok, we can do that. Just let me take you 


back home, you don't belong at that motel” 

But | do, Axl thought to himself; thoughts going back to the man behind the desk this morning. He looked into 
Slash's face, tried to find the words to describe it. But again, he was finding his words failed him. He pushed 
himself off the side of the building, already knowing he wasn't going back in today. 

"We're bandmates. That's it." 

He turned to walk away, back in the direction of the motel. 


"Don't walk away from me Axl" 


He kept walking, raised a middle finger; trying to scare him away with his anger that had worked with others; 
but obviously not Slash. 


"At least let me give you a lift there. | know those boots you wear are uncomfortable." 
Axl stopped, turned and gave Slash an incredulous look. Slash spread his arms out. 


"I know you Axl, that's why I'm not buying this. You aren't pushing me away. You're breaking my heart, but 


you ain't pushing me away. " 
Axl shook his head and turned to walk away again, not turning back this time when Slash called out after him. 
"lIl wait for you, stubborn ass." 


Slash turned and walked back in the storage unit. He was wasn't happy, far from it. But he'd seen Axl, and he'd 
been ok. That was a burden off his heart. He'd figure out where he was staying, keep an ear out to make sure 
he was safe there. He was still going to watch out for his baby, even if he was pissed at him right now. He'd 
give him a couple days, then try again. He knew he would come back home to him; he could feel it. He was 
surer of that than anything, it was just going to take a little more patience than he was used to. But he could 


wait, Axl was worth the wait. 


Absence did in fact make the heart grow fonder, Slash was learning. But one thing no one had ever explained, 
the mirror side to that sentimentality was that it did not make the heart hurt less. A week had passed since 
Axl had chosen to stay at a seedy motel instead of with him. And that still hurt, the room had an emptiness 
that he wasn't aware of before, he had gotten used to Axl's comfortable presence. He'd cursed himself a 
million times, blaming himself but not sure why he was. He wasn't the only one that missed him, Raisin had sat 
at the bottom of the stairs waiting for someone who wasn't coming home. She'd meowed until he had beckoned 
her back to his bed, allowed herself to be petted but still kept her eyes trained on the stairs. He was petting 
her now, staring at the ceiling and dreading going to work The only positive he had was that today was payday, 
he'd pull the money out to pay his mother's rent and put more back for the p.a system. He'd talked himself 
into believing it was the best thing to do for the band, but he knew he was lying to himself. At least partly, it 
was for Axl. Not that he wouldn't do anything for their band, he had noticed one of Steven's cymbals was 
cracked now and was going to offer to help him with a new one. But this secret stashing away of money was 


for his redhead, even if they weren't on the greatest terms right now. 


They both went to practice each day the band scheduled it, working around Slash and Duff's work schedules. In 
the evenings after work, he'd stroll in, wait for Axl to show and try to have a meaningful conversation that 
went deeper than hi and bye. Axl was being positively cold toward him, rigidly polite. He would take a stance by 
Izzy, not as energetic as before. He still sang, clapped sometimes but that was the extent of his movements. 
No more rubbing himself along Slash's side or back, no more smiling at him through a sheet of sweaty hair. He 
missed that almost as much as he did coming home to him in the evenings. He'd watch him duck out when 
they were finished, back to whatever it was he done with his nights now. He'd felt a mean streak of jealousy 
one night as he'd let his mind wander, imagining he had some guy or girl waiting for him. He'd rationally 
explained that away as he'd felt his skin grow hot in anger. He didn't believe that was true, he imagined that 
Axl would at least look happier if he did. He wasn't even sure how he'd paid for his room, he assumed Izzy had 


let him borrow the money. 


He sat on the edge of the bed now, bare feet resting on the cold floor. He'd woken before his alarm this 
morning, trying to pull himself out of his sleepy haze. His head snapped up, listening intently. Silence answered 
him, the ringing in his ears the only sound. He was certain he'd heard the phone ring once and then stop, as if 
somebody had changed their mind about calling. There was only one person who would be calling now, that knew 
he would be up at this hour. He waited to see if it would ring again, feeling foolish when no second ring came. 
He pushed himself up off the bed, making his way to the shower. He was still asleep and had imagined it he 
was already believing; he couldn't even be sure the phone had rung. He let his thoughts turn to his favorite 
fantasy as the water seared into his skin, of Axl in the shower with him, plunging his hands into his wet hair, 
letting them trail down his shoulders and lower, of pressing him against the shower wall and taking him there 
under the shower head. He pleasured himself to the fantasy, regretting he'd only been able to make love to 
him once before Axl had pulled his disappearing act. A few moments later he was in the kitchen, waiting on his 
coffee to brew. His eyes lingered on the phone hanging from their wall, silently willing it to ring like he had 
believed it too earlier. He didn't know the number to the motel, he'd even tried to get it from Izzy who had 
told him to stop acting like a boyfriend turned stalker and to fuck off. Boyfriend. Could he even be called that? 
He'd love to be, but did loving someone secretly for months and then getting one night with them count? He 
didn't know, but he doubted Axl thought it did. 


He had been right about one, he hadn't imagined his phone ringing. His jaw aching and exhaustion tugging at his 
soul Axl had sat to count the money he had, panic clouding his senses. He'd had to use most of the money he 
already had, the money he had earned previously all but gone. He'd recounted what he'd made that night, 
realizing he didn't have enough for another week-long stay. He'd put an application at Tower Records, had even 
prayed for the first time in years that he would get the job. He could get a cheap apartment somewhere, take 
himself off the streets. He could even start contributing to the band's needs, God knew that Slash and Izzy 
went through guitar strings like crazy. He'd also seen the crack in Steven's cymbal; they may not like one 
another very much but his band deserved the best and he wanted to help them achieve that. That had been 
three days ago, he'd allowed himself to grow hopeful but still had not received a phone call, and he was staring 
to believe he'd been passed over again. Before he could stop himself the phone that was bolted down to a small 
table by the bed had been in his hand and he was dialing Slash, desperate for his comfort. It had rung once 
before he'd came back to his senses and had slammed the phone down into the receiver; feeling like a user. 
He'd successfully managed, or so he thought, to put an end to whatever budding love had been between them; 
he wasn't going to go crying to him now because he put himself in a bad situation He'd made his way to the 
shower, forcing the panic to settle in his chest. He'd just go back out tonight, make enough to say another 
week It was all he could do. He showered rigorously, imagining all his troubles washing down the drain. He 
comforted himself with the thought of Slash, of leaning back into him as the water rained down on them both. 
He knew Slash didn't understand, but maybe someday that dream could be a reality. Maybe someday. 


Work almost dulled him to sleep, the conversation from various patrons turning into a monotonous lull. He 
smiled and was polite enough, silently screaming in his head that he didn't care about the trivial problems from 
strangers. He could never understand why people were always so willing to use a complete stranger running a 
cash register as a would-be therapist. He'd eventually tuned them out, silently handing their purchases back to 
them. His thoughts were on a party this evening that Steven had invited him to, at a girls house he was 
friends with. He wasn't overly interested in going but Steven had also mentioned his weed dealer would be 
there. He was completely out and hadn't been able to contact him, perfect opportunity to buy more. His face 
sore from fake smiles he made his familiar trek to his car, made his way to practice. They were taking it 
seriously this week, everybody showing up and on time to make themselves perfect for their show next week. 
They sounded tight, anticipating each other's moves and playing wonderfully off each other. He didn't need to 
hear Axl to know his singing was perfect, that was a given. He pulled up, Duff and Axl already there and 
smoking; a favorite past time everyone's. He walked over, Duff gave him a knowing look and walked in, leaving 
them alone. Good ole Duff he thought affectionally, he was still rooting for the both of them. Axl was sitting 
on the pavement, gave him a curt nod. Slash remained standing, the phone ringing suddenly on his mind again 
and feeling awkward but needing to ask. 


"Hey, did you uh call me this morning? Really early?" 
"No." 


"Oh, ok | just thought | heard it-" 


"Well, if you did it wasn't me." 


Axl had cut him off, using that cool tone with him he was beginning to despise. It shouldn't be like this between 
them, it was unnatural. They should be inside together, making fun as they used to; laughing at Izzy's attempts 
to herd them all with the zero social skills he had and Duff's dumb jokes. It shouldn't be this way. How many 
cigarettes and laughs had they shared together in there, where he'd began to feel a crush was growing into 


something more. 

"Just, if you needed to you still can. You know that right?" 
Axl shrugged, still not looking at him. 

"Sure" 


Slash sighed, lighting his own smoke now. Axl had apparently woken up this morning and decided to channel all 
his energy into being a jackass, if its what he wanted he was achieving his goal. He chuckled; it shouldn't be but 
his pettiness was funny to him. Axl looked up at him with narrowed eyes, green today. 


"What?" 


‘Nothing, listen there's a party tonight. | don't really want to go, but I'm going. You should come with me, we 
can still have fun together, right? Id be more fun if you went with me." 


That was the truth, he knew Steven would disappear into the crowd as soon as they arrived. With Axl he 
would have someone to stay with, the crowds full of people he didn't know always made him nervous. He 


watched as Axl's face softened, his tone returning to normal. 

| can't, I'm busy." 

Slash was surprised by the coldness of his words, letting some of the resentment he was feeling coat them. 
Fine, have fun with whoever you're seeing tonight.” 


He stomped past him inside, already regretting what he said. He didn't even think it was true, he just wanted to 
hurt him they way he was. He couldn't decipher the look in Axl's eyes when he'd said that, a mixture of hurt, 
anger and betrayal. But what did he expect? There was only so far, a man could be pushed, and it seemed Axl 
already knew how to push everyone of his buttons. He was angry with himself now, already planning to 
apologize after practice. Axl took his stance beside of Izzy, Steven started off their beat and they all joined in. 
It was going to be a quick practice today, just enough to run through a couple of songs. It was good, the 
tension he was feeling lessened by his guitar. He didn't get the chance to make his apology as Axl left as soon 
as the last chord had been played, not even sticking around to talk with Izzy. He felt angry again, packing his 
guitar up rougher than necessary. He tossed it in the back of his car, mumbling to himself. It was obvious Axl 
had no interest in listening to him, or trying to repair what they'd barely started. Fuck it, maybe he wouldn't 
be alone tonight. He didn't have to go home to an empty bed, he could easily bring someone back home if he 


wanted. But who was he kidding? He didn't really want to, all he wanted was to get a bag of weed and go home. 
He waited for Steven to bounce out, giving him a lift there. He was grateful when he did, talking about 
everything but Axl on the ride there. 


He followed Steven's instructions to a home he wasn't familiar with, in a very nice part of town. The home he 
parked in front of was huge, with a nice lawn that was already scattered with beer cans and people dancing. He 


stopped, looking over at Steven to make sure this was it. 
"Yeah dude, some rich chick spending her daddy's money. Let's go!" 


With that Steven fled the car and was gone, he knew he wouldn't see him the rest of the night. Slash felt 
exposed, nervous. Axl always made him feel more comfortable in public, his larger-than-life personality making 
up for his shy demeanor. He breathed slowly, weaving around grinding bodies. Whoever this girl was had 
decided to go out all, inside the home was lit by strobe lights and music blasting from an expensive stereo set. 
Booze and food lay everywhere, as did people. They crowded the living room and kitchen, the stairway leading 
upstairs as the party continued up there. He'd nervously asked a few people if they had seen Davie, he wasn't 
even going to try and stay. Get the weed and leave was his new plan. Most people shook their heads or ignored 
him, one drunk girl mid chug had nodded when he asked and pointed upstairs. Of course, he was. He'd thanked 
her and walked up, had lightly moved another girl away from him as she tried to grind against him as he did. 
He would have to be completely drunk himself to find any of this fun. But Axl would have had a ball, he smiled 
to himself as he got to the second floor, knowing him he would be trying to outdance and outstrip every girl 
here. He poked his head into a few rooms, amazed by the vastness of the home. A man had pointed him to the 
right room, one that he'd overlooked. He shoved past a crowed to get in, relieved to fine Davie surrounded by 


a small group of men. 


He threw his hand up at him in a greeting, happy to find a familiar face. Davie caught his wave, took the joint 


he was smoking from his mouth and waved back 

"Hey man! Get your ass over herel!" 

Slash happily obliged and sat down on a couch; two men had scooted to make room for him. Davie sat in the 
middle; a king surrounded by his jesters. Davie made small talk, already pulling his product from his pockets. He 
asked him how much he wanted, laughed in shock when Slash told him he was completely out and give enough 
to last awhile. 

"Damn! You don't usually buy that much, somebody steal it from ya?" 

Not that Davie really cared, he was just drunk, high and being loud. 


"No, | had somebody staying with me for awhile." 


"| gotcha, and they stole it?" 


"No man, we smoked it together, went through it quicker than usual.” 
Davie nodded, as if that was the most natural thing in the world 
"Ok, who was it?" 


Slash was already tired, the energy from this party and crowd draining him. Of course this is the moment 
Davie would chose to be the most talkative instead of throwing his baggie at him and telling him to leave. 


"My singer, Axl. You don't know him." 

Davie nodded again, pulling a couple of bags from his pockets. Nobody else had been paying attention to the 
conversation, but Slash saw the man sitting opposite him beside Davie made a face at Axl's name. That made 
him irrationally angry, the emotions from the past week erupting at that simple face that had been made. 
"You got a problem with Axl?" 

He had to yell it over the music, somebody had blasted the volume on the stereo with this new song. The man 
held his hands up in a mock surrender and leaned forward to speak to him over the noise. He lay his money on 
the table for Davie as he slid his bags over to him, pocketed them both. 


"If his ass was staying at your place man, I'd bleach it down" 


The man gave him a look, as if he should know and confusing him. He was expecting to hear yeah, | think he's 


an asshole. That would have been normal, considering. 
"What's that mean?" 


The man sighed, and looked as if he were uncomfortable. Davie was ignoring them both now, yelling over the 


music at someone else. 

| mean he's nasty. " 

He was seeing red now, holding this man in a glare. He raised his eyebrows at him, telling him to continue. 
"I knew him a few years, right? He just went by W. then; he was in and out of a couple of bands." 


Slash knew that to be true, Axl had gone back and forth on his legal name and a few nicknames before settling 


on Axl, an old band name he'd used. 


"Yeah, and?" 


"He's a faggot dude, | seen him and | heard he's still doing it. A friend of mine just seen him the other day, 
hanging on the side of Franklins." 


"Where's that?" 


"lts a street that all the fags use who sell their ass man. He's a whore for them, a prostitute. Whatever the 


fuck they call it, he's doing it. Like | just said, he's nasty. No wonder he hasn't went anywhere yet" 


The man looked at him as if he were now a co-conspirator, bonding over hatred. Which Slash was feeling, but 
not toward Axl. He pulled his hand back in a fist and let it collide against the man's nose, feeling it shatter 
beneath his knuckles with satisfaction. He almost done it again, aiming for his teeth this time when Davie's 


voice brought him back to reality. 
"The fuck man! The fuck you doing!?" 


Slash wiped the blood from his knuckles against his pants, ignoring the man in front of him now doubled over in 


pain. That was typical for men like him, he thought, talk a big game with nothing to show for it. 
"Where's Franklin Street?" 


He asked it calmy, directed at Davie who looking at him now as if seeing him for the first time. He asked him 
again, memorizing the area he was now describing to him, the best he could do for an area that he'd never 
personally seen. After getting what he wanted he walked away, feeling the other man's eyes bore into his back 
as he did. He turned, watched the blood pour from his nose and give him the middle finger. He almost wished 
he'd come after him, just another excuse to bloody another body part. He shouldered his way through the 
crowd, ignoring everyone. He stalked past a couple having sex on the lawn, a small group doing a keg stand. If 


this mysterious rich girl wanted debauchery, she sure got it. 


He flung his car door open, slammed it shut behind him with more force than necessary. He pulled out, making 
his way to an unfamiliar area. A million thoughts were now running his mind, a thousand questions now 
answered. He knew now where Axl had gotten his money, he heaved a little and rolled down his window to let in 
the cool night air. He knew where he'd been now, that night he'd woken up alone and ran into him in the kitchen 
Sweat was beading in his hairline, nausea threatening to bring everything up he'd eaten that day. He didn't want 
to believe the vile things that man had said, but it made sense. It answered a thousand questions he had had. 
This is what Axl had meant when he said he wasn't good, he understood it now. Why he had pushed him away, 
why he was being so stubborn. A few moments later he was nearing the street Davie had given him directions 
to, another part of town he'd never been. Instead of nice homes, apartment complexes rose into the sky; even 
in the night he could see the degenerate state of the buildings. Most streetlights here were blown, graffiti 
decorating everything. He slowed his car, turned down a street that turned out to be adjacent to a back alley. 
He parked along the sidewalk, looking down into the alley. He could see a small group of men, false high-pitched 
squeals and a car honking. A couple were waving, trying to get as much attention as possible. Cars were indeed 
slowing, some men making their way back there. He strained his eyes, looking for a glimpse of copper hair. He 


involuntary sighed in relief, believing himself to be a fool when his sigh caught in his throat. 


There he was, arms crossed and leaning against a streetlight. He wasn't cooing or waving like the others, in 
fact he looked as if he'd rather be anywhere else. But there he was, where that bastard said he had heard he 
hung out. His heart was racing, adrenaline coursing through him, still feeling as he would throw up. A tall man 
was making his way down the street, obviously interested. He watched as he stood in front of him, gesturing 
back toward the car he'd left. Axl nodded, leaned off the streetlight. Slash's mind was completely blank, the only 
thought running through him was hell no. Fuck no. Like a holy prayer, he didn't know what he would do, what he 
could do. He walked down quickly, wetting his dry lips with his tongue. They were almost at the end of the alley, 


back to wherever this man had come from. 
"Hey!" 


He practically screamed it, the man ignored him but Axl spun around, recognizing his voice. He stared back at 
him in disbelief, shame, embarrassment, and guilt spanning across his features. The tall man tugged on his arm, 
ready to get whatever he had paid for. He was shaking now, he could feel it as he stamped down the sidewalk, 
Axl still standing in place beside of this man. Again, he didn't know what he was going to do; but over his dead 
body was he letting him get into a car with this man 


For the second time that night he could feel his body vibrating with pure adrenaline, he'd learned he was more 
willing to fight than he'd previously believed. He'd slammed the car door hard enough to rattle the frame 
before striding down the alley, consciously aware the one streetlight was the only source of light, painting 
everything in a sinister taupe. He kept his eyes trained on Axl, who was standing still as a statue. The only 
movement was the flush covering his face, a red deep enough to rival his hair. The man beside him was lanky, 
and tall. He was looking over his shoulder at him in confusion; not understanding what was happening. Just like 
back at the party, a part of him hoped for a physical fight, anything to release the tension and anger he felt. 
For now, he ignored him as he'd closed the distance between them and wrapped a hand around Axl's wrist as 
he jerked him away from him. He held the man in a glare now, pulling Axl behind him; putting himself between 
them, not releasing the grip he had on him. He held the lanky man in a glare now, all but baring his teeth. He 
pointed down the opposite street, telling him to go. The man still looked confused and took a step back from 


him. 
"Hey man, | ain't interested in whatever this is. Just give me my money back and I'll go." 


He didn't take his eyes off of him, he held his free hand out behind him and felt a paper bill be wordlessly 
placed into his palm. He glanced down at it, sneering in disgust. A fifty, this man was buying him for a fifty. He 
thought of ripping it in half and throwing it down at his feet, instead he settled for balling it up and throwing it 
down the street. The man sighed but without another word turned to retrieve his money. Slash turned them 
both in the direction of his car, his anger not subsiding. He still had his hand wrapped around his thin wrist, 
pulled him up beside him as he tried to walk back down the sidewalk, almost hissing into his ear. 


"The fuck you doing out here huh? The hell you thinking?" 


He was still getting no answer, even through his haze of angry was surprised Axl was letting him pull him 
along the way he was, like a limp doll. He'd expected him to pull away from him, dig his fingernails under his 
skin, something. He almost wanted him to yell back, cuss, do anything other than not answer him. He was 
halfway back up the sidewalk when a small blonde stuck a leg out in front of him, blocking his path. He had two 


other men behind him, all eyeing him suspiciously. 

"What are you doing with him?" 

He asked it in a lilting Southern accent, leg still stuck out in front of him. Slash realized how horrible this looked 
and released the grip he had on his wrist. They would have all been watching this scene, and he was the one 
looking like the bastard in this. An angry one. He attempted a smile, not feeling at all friendly. The blonde was no 
longer looking at him, but behind him. 

"You alright?" 


He turned to look back at Axl himself, the flush gone from his face now, the palest he'd ever seen him. The 


dark circles stood out on his face; his eyes noticeably shiny even in the darkened alley. His lips were drawn in a 


thin line, but he cleared his throat and said he was fine. The small blonde cut his eyes over to Slash, looking 


him up and down before looking behind him again. 
"If you aren't just say something, we all stick together here, even if you barely talk to us." 


Slash felt a wave of pity wash over him, for all of them. What lot had life given them to end up here? From 
one mistreatment to another, he could imagine the men they had to deal with; the abuse rained upon them as 
if they were ragdolls. Axl repeated again they were fine, a waver in his voice. Slash internally sighed, anger still 
bubbling but beginning to subside. He took his hand this time, held it in a way he hoped was reassuring. He was 
afraid to not keep a hold on him, afraid he'd disappear into the night without a trace; a risk he was not willing 
to take again. The blonde slid his leq out of their way, gave Axl a charming smile as he still leveled a glare at 
Slash. He ignored it this time, walking back toward the car; in silence. He was trying to control his breathing, to 
get his anger under control before getting into the car with him. He held the door open for him, wordlessly 
ordering him into the passenger seat. He walked to the driver seat, sliding in. He looked over at Axl, who was 
pressed against the passenger door; putting as much distance between them as possible, head resting on a 
hand as he looked out the window away from him. The tension was palpable, the silence almost unbearable. He 
wanted him to yell, to cuss to freak out on him the way he did when Steven accidently took the last cigarette 
from his pack. Anything but that silence. He took a couple deep breaths himself, trying to find the right words. 
He thought of the blonde, and how he had automatically thought he was someone who could hurt him. 


"Any of those guys ever hurt you?" 


He still didn't answer him, still looking out the window. Slash started the car, the rumble of the engine a 


welcome distraction He seen Axl run a hand across his face, makeup running underneath his eyes now. 
"| need to know, have they?" 
"No." 


He could breathe a sigh of relief at that, anger rising again that he knew he hadn't been harmed, physically at 
least. 


"Why? Why are you doing this? Do you know how dangerous it is?" 
He was yelling again, the most he'd ever raised his voice in his life. 


"Like that mother fucker you were just with, if he tried something there is nothing you could do. Nothing! He 
could have your throat slit or anything right now!" 


Axl shrugged, half-heartedly, still refusing to look at him. 


"Don't you dare. Don't you dare act like you don't care about yourself, I'd die if something happened to you." 


Axl finally turned to look at him now, makeup running down his face in rivulets. his voice was strained, eyes 


wet. At least he was looking at him now. 

"How did you even know? How? | was so careful, | left and everything!" 

"It doesn't matter how | know; | just do. What do they do with you?" 

He wanted to know, not out of morbid curiosity, but he needed to know what he had been through. 
"How?" 

He relented, answering him. 

"Some dickhead at the party | went to, what to they do with you?" 

Axl leaned forward to hold his face in his hands, he stayed in that position a moment, trying to regain a 


resemblance of composure. Slash waited, still wanting his answer. He felt mean, cruel; exposing him in a way 


he'd never been before. 
"Well?" 
Axl raised back up in his seat, breathing deeply. 


"Suck em' off, jack them off. ls that what you wanted to hear? Anything else you want to know? Want me to 


film it for you? Come along to watch next time?" 

His words were venomous, laced with embarrassment and shame. It still made Slash sick to hear that, the way 
he said it like it was a normal Tuesday night for him; nothing special. He ignored the barb, looking into his eyes, 
still shiny from unshed tears. 

"Over my dead body will there be a next time." 

He raised a hand, wanting to wipe away the dark smears under his eyes. As he raised his hand, Axl had 
flinched away from him; involuntary. He felt his heart wrench at that. Izzy's words came back to him, seared 
into his mind; another secret he wasn't supposed to know. He lowered his tone, made it soft. 

"Hey, you know | would never, I'd chop my hand off first" 

He caressed his cheek, ran a thumb underneath each eye, trying to clear the make up away. 


"Nobody can know. Please tell me nobody else knows." 


Fresh tears streamed down now; his tone desperate. 


"Nobody else knows, and they won't. But this stops, now. Understand? That's the last time you stand on some 


sidewalk for some pervert." 


He shuddered again, imagining the dark nights he'd spent doing just that. He put the car into drive, offering the 


radio as a peace treaty. 

"Pick us out a station" 

He didn't, but that didn't surprise him. 

"The motels behind us." 

I'm not taking you to that motel, we're going home." 

He'd be just as willing to drop him back off down that alley than back at the motel; it wasn't happening. 


"My stuff is there! That's the whole reason | was out here tonight, | needed more money to pay for this 


week" 
Slash paused a moment, completely determined in his mission now. 
"We'll go get your stuff, and then we're leaving. l'm taking you home, not back there." 


He waited for Axl's answer, relieved when he answered ok. He didn't want to let him out of his sight again, back 


to the mercy of random men and filthy rooms. He'd die from the worry, know that he knew. 

"Are you mad at me?" 

It was such a childish, naive question considering the circumstances. That had always confused him regarding 
Axl; he was intelligent, but incredibly gullible and naive. He was mad, he'd been furious. And worried, so worried 
he'd been almost sick. Axl was looking at him now as if his world hung on his answer. 

"A little, yeah. But that doesn't change anything, just why didn't you let me help you? You could have told me." 
He fiddled with the knob on the radio until a station came through, both of them quiet again. 

"Let's just go get your stuff and get home. But | want to know everything, ok? No more secrets." 

He asked for the directions of the motel, just a few minutes away from the alley. He grimaced as he pulled 
into a parking lot riddled with pot holes, the vacancy sign dimmed as the bulbs had blown out. He looked closer, 


seeing one of the rooms had a garbage bag placed over the space left by a broken window. No wonder Axl 


hadn't wanted him to know; he'd have drug him away from here if he knew it looked like this. Axl opened the 


door, Slash following behind him. The room he followed him to was small, dingy. He wrinkled his nose as the 
smell of dust and a shut-in room surrounded him. He noticed a small phone bolted down to a table; almost 
positive now Axl had in fact called him this morning. He stood by the open door as Axl gathered his items, 
shoving everything down into backpack. The book he'd given him lay on the bed, as if he'd been reading it 

before leaving. He watched it disappear into the pack as well; giving the room a look over to make sure he 


hadn't left anything. 
"Ready?" 


Axl told him he was, pulling a motel key out of his pocket and laying it on the table, next to the phone. He 
walked him back out, the air welcomed after the dirty room. For the second time he held the passenger door 
open for him before getting in himself. Axl still pressed himself into the door, away from him; still looking out 
the window. Slash knew he was humiliated, embarrassed beyond belief. He was prideful, and vain. Everyone knew 
that, he wanted to hold his hand; anything to offer him comfort. Irrationally he began to feel guilty himself, 
knowing he showing up like this was the reason for his humiliation He squeezed his knee gently, trying to 
convey he was ok now. He drove them home, neither speaking to each other. He hoped the home was empty, 
he glanced at the clock. It was almost two in the morning now; his grandmother would still be asleep; giving 
them time alone to talk. He pulled in front of his home; tired but grateful Axl had allowed him to bring him 
here. He quietly unlocked the front door, ushering Axl inside. He felt de ja vu, remembering the day he'd first 
brough him home from practice. He stood in the dark hallway, locking the door behind him. Still walking quietly, 
they made their way to the basement. Raisin flew from the bed the second they walked through the beds, 
winding herself around Axl's leg and meowing excitedly. For the first time that night he smiled, bending down to 
pet her. Slash turned on their lamp, a lava lamp he'd found after Axl mentioned he liked them. He took his 
backpack as he slid it off his shoulders. 


"Why don't you go take a bath?" 
"Because you think l'm dirty?" 


He didn't ask it angrily, rather in a way that sounded as if he feared his answer. He sat down on the bed, 
taking his shoes off. 


"No, because your tired and | think you deserve a hot bath." 


He dug in his pack, handing him his various bottles; noting the body wash he liked was almost empty. Axl took 
them, along with a pair of sweat pants Slash tossed to him. He disappeared into the bathroom, after a moment 
he heard the water running. He was tired himself, body aching. He lay back on his bed, running through his 
mind what had happened. He'd learned the dick head at the party wasn't a liar; and that the boy he loved had 
indeed been selling himself on the street. He was beginning to understand what Izzy meant about patience, and 
that Axl was more damaged than he had previously known But he didn't care, he still loved him. Still hoped 
they could make this work. He got up, walked over to the bathroom door and knocked lightly. 


"You hungry? Want anything?" 


"No." 
"Ok, I'm getting a coffee, you want one?" 


Again, he answered no, but Slash was going to make him one anyway. He came up to the kitchen to find the 
light on, his grandmother dressed in a light blue robe standing by the stove. She kept her back to him, stirring 


something in a mug. An interrogation was the last thing he needed now, but there was no avoiding this. 
"Grandma? What are you doing up?" 
"Don't play coy with me, | know what you two are doing." 


He sighed, nothing got past her. She had probably had an ear to the door, listening the second she'd heard him 
pull in. He didn't know how to explain this to her, barely knew how to explain it to himself. She held her hand up 
at him when he tried to explain he had brought him back home, and they were going to talk things over. She 
handed him a cup of the coffee he had planned to make, another one that was clear liquid. 


"Whatever you two decide, you do it with kindness. That's all that matters in this world, love and kindness." 


With that she was gone, leaving him with two hot mugs. He walked them down stairs, taking an experimental sip 
of clear one. He made a face, peppermint tea. Definitely something Axl would like. He sat it down on his 
nightstand, drinking his coffee. A few moments later he heard the bathroom door open, steam filing out. Axl 
walked out, dressed in the sweat pants and ac/ded shirt Slash had given him; hair damp. Slash lay back on the 
bed now, somewhat soothed by his hot drink and grandmother's words. He held his arms out to him, beckoning 
him to come to him. Axl did, crossing the room to allow himself to be held. Slash lay them both back on his 
bed, keeping his arms wrapped around him as Axl pressed his face into his chest. He could smell his apple 
shampoo as he ran a hand through his damp hair. The other he kept wrapped around him, rubbing circles along 
his back. 


"| still want to talk this over, can we do that?" 
Axl turned his face to the side, still laying on his chest; he felt him nod yes. 
"How long have you been doing this?" 


They were both whispering, the only light from the lava lamp. It felt natural to whisper in the dark, as secrets 


held in someone's soul were brought into the light. 


"The first time it happened, it was when | first came here. | was tired, just so tired from walking and this man 
said he would give me lift. We kept driving, and it was getting really dark and | had no idea where to go, | didn't 
even know where Izzy lived yet. He said | could stay at his hotel with him that he was going to get" 


He paused for a moment, Slash offering him the tea that he accepted. He sat it back down on the night stand 
and laid back down onto Slash. 


"| thought he was just being nice; | didn't think anything of it. When we got there, he kept looking at me, like he 
was waiting for something. He eventually told me to get on with it, and threw some money at me. | didn't know 


what he wanted, and he was starting to get mad. He was big, and well, he got what he paid for." 


Slash tightened his arm around him, throat constricting. He could kill, he decided. If by fate he ever crossed his 
path, that was a dead man. Axl kept talking, the words spilling out now. 


"It took me forever to find Izzy, and | started noticing the way people looked at me, and it was easy. | knew 
what to do make a few dollars, and | did it. | didn't like it, but | did it. And after that it just started happening 
more and more, until it was what | done to make it." 

Slash took a deep breath, exhaled slowly. 

"You should have told me, you should told me this months ago, | could have helped you. Why didn't you?" 


A few moments passed before he got an answer. 


"Its embarrassing, | didn't want anybody to know. | slipped up once, and some people have seen but nobody we 
all knew. Izzy doesn't even know, and | wanted to tell you. But | got scared, so | left" 


"Is this what you meant by being a bad person?" 
He tucked some of his damp hair behind an ear, cupped the side of his face that was now looking up at him. 
His eyes were red from the crying, the makeup scrubbed off. He brushed a tear away that slid down his face 


with his thumb when he told him it was. 


"That's bullshit, | meant it a few days ago and | mean it now. Bullshit. I'm not happy about it, because | know 
what happens out there. | worry about you enough already, | love you. | don't want anything to happen to you." 


He wrapped both arms around his thin frame now, holding him close to him. Axl's question was muffled against 


his shirt now. 
"You still want me?" 
"Of course, | do, but you have to trust me. You have to let me in, let me help you." 


"I want to stop, | put in for a job at Tower but | haven't heard from them and | didn't have enough to stay 


another week, that's the only reason | was out tonight.” 


Slash was having difficulty understanding him now, words muffled against his shirt and mixed with body shaking 
sobs. 


"You wanted a job at the record store?" 
He was answered yes, still having trouble understanding. Axl had moved from his chest now, wrapping his arms 
around his shoulders and burying his face into his neck. He put his own arms around him, one resting on the 


small of his back. 


"This is what l'm talking about baby, you have to let me know things. | got a friend who works there, we can 


get you a spot there in no time. " 
He was mumbling something into his neck now, barely decipherable. 
"| don't want you to apologize for it, | just want you to know you can trust me." 


He held him in silence, letting him spill the troubles he had onto his shoulder. He would take them all from him 


if he could. A few moments later Axl pulled away from him and lay down beside him. 

"What now?" 

Slash thought it over for a moment, knowing what he wanted 

"| think, we give this another try. We go to bed tonight, and tomorrow | am making my whole day about you. " 


He'd been thinking it over since he'd gotten into the bath, taking a page from his friend's book on how they 
treated their girlfriends. He lay on his side, Axl looking complete exhausted now. 


"What?" 


"Tomorrow, you and | are going to spend the whole day together. Just me and you. I'm calling into work, and 


you pick what you want us to do. Whatever you want." 


Axl was looking at him now, not understanding. He took the hand that wasn't propping his head up and lightly 
kissed the back of it. 


"Let me show you what | can be, leave everything else behind us. Just let me love you. Do you want to try, 
for real this time?" 


Axl laced his fingers in with his hand, and placed it over his heart. Slash took in how their skin tones 


contrasted; polar opposites that were made for each other. 


"Yeah, | want to try." 


He held his arms out to him for a second time, and held him until he felt him fall asleep; before drifting off 
himself. 


The shrill alarm screeched in his ear, announcing the sun was up. Slash rolled to the side and grimaced, almost 
pushing it off the night stand as he fumbled to turn it off. He ran a hand over his face, remembering he 
needed to call into work. He sat up out of the bed, smiling drowsily at Axl who was still asleep. He chuckled to 
himself, remembering when Axl claimed he was the one who slept like the dead. He stood and stretched, making 
his way to the phone upstairs. He leaned on the wall as he called Luis, bracing himself for a tongue lashing; not 
fully caring enough to go into work today. Instead, he'd been surprised, after a moment of silence Luis had 
laughed and asked him a double meaning question 


"Made up with your girlfriend, have you? Have a nice night?" 
"Yeah, something like that." 


Luis had laughed again and ended their call. Looks like he wasn't going to bitch him out after all. Still drowsy he 
went back downstairs, back to their bed. Axl lay on his side now, with his back to him. Not able to resist he 
wrapped his arms around him, Axl moving in his sleep allowing him to wrap one around his waist. He pulled him 
in, and rested his head in the crook of his neck. Last night he'd gotten the best sleep he'd had in over a week, 
the warmth beside him more than a comfort. He thought of their conversation last night and everything it 
had entailed. His anger and shock had subsided; he glanced down at his right hand at the bruising gracing his 
knuckles. He wrapped his arm around him tighter, not caring how many men there had been before him. He'd 
never been that guy and he never would be. Axl shifted in his sleep again, pressing his back against his chest. 
He loved how relaxed he felt pressed against him, instead of his usual tense stance. He began to fall back 


asleep, the warmth pulling him under. 


He awoke a while later, arm numb. The clock showed it was after nine, the longest he'd slept in since getting 
his job. He leaned in towards Axl's ear, whispering teasingly. 


"You gonna spend all day in this bed?" 
Axl rolled away from him, slipping deeper under their blanket. 
| mean, if that's your plan | ain't complaining.” 


He fished for his cigarettes, lighting one and taking a deep drawl. With the other he threw their blanket back. 
Axl was laying on his stomach and raised himself up, chin resting on his palm. He was sleepily scowling at him, 
his hair a wild tangle. Slash offered him some of his cigarette, which he accepted. He smiled as he did, a part 
of Axl he'd never seen before. None of the other's had woken up with him, got to see the natural curl in his 
bed head. He felt content, happy. He had a bond with him he'd never had with anybody else before; two weeks 
ago, he'd been watching him from behind a guitar and now he was in his bed. His mother was mystical, he'd 
heard her wistfully speak of soul mates and soul ties but had never believed in them himself, until now. They'd 
gotten off to a rocky start, but he was more than willing to forgive. He doubted anything with Axl would ever 
come easy, but was so worth it. He passed him his cigarette back, still laying on his stomach. 


"ll buy you a pack back, I've smoked most of them." 

"Don't worry about it, what do you want to do?" 

He let his gaze travel down to his pale, taut midriff as he raised and stretched; remembering the one night 
he'd gotten to touch him. He was sitting on his knees now, still stretching. He wanted to wrap a hand around a 
lithe hip and pull him close. He was unsure now, not certain how to initiate anything after the secrets of last 
night. He waved that thought away, it didn't matter. He'd always been quick to move sexually; but he would 
wait, he'd let Axl decide that. 

"What?" 

He was still looking at him with sleep clouded eyes, voice deeper with grogginess. 

"Last night. | said we'd spend Today together, whatever you wanted to do." 

‘Oh yeah. Hmm, | don't know." 

"Come on, pick something. It's our first date, | want it to be good" 

That got a laugh out of him, a welcome sound after the tears last night. 

"Is ite" 

Axl lay back down, looking up at him with clear eyes now. 

| mean, yeah. Before this | hardly got you by yourself, you were always with Izzy or somebody." 


"Yeah, but if you're asking me out on a date, shouldn't you pick what we do? That's what men usually do." 


He was teasing him now, smiling and eyes mischievous. He smiled back at him, knowing this meant he felt safe 


and comfortable. 

"Is that what | am now? Your man?" 

One pale shoulder lifted itself in a shrug, beautifully decorated with freckles. He was playfully being sized up 
now; it was almost as if the scene yesterday hadn't even happened. Warmth surrounded his heart at the 


thought, he would gladly accept that title. 


"A man would want his date to have fun, wouldn't he? And who says they have to do all the work. So, you 
pick" 


'| seriously don't know." 


Slash leaned back, thinking. He was positive that he'd never had much fun and he knew for a fact he'd never 
had a good day just for him. That was going to change today. He was looking at him expectantly, cerulean eyes 
trusting. He thought of the day he'd first met him, singing his soul out to a small crowd that hadn't paid much 
attention to him. But he had, and when his eyes had cut over to him he'd been mesmerized. And here there 
were now, all the small touches and looks that had blossomed into this. He reached out a hand and played with 
a wild tuft of hair; he'd managed to get it grow to his shoulders now, hell bent on getting it even longer. Axl 
grabbed his hand, and looked over the bruises grazing his knuckles. 


"What'd you do?" 


He didn't answer, he didn't need to. Instead, he watched as his hand was inspected. A thumb rubbed itself over 
the soreness before it was raised to his lips and a small kiss placed on the back of his hand; goosebumps 


raising over his skin 

"Don't do stupid shit like that." 

Slash snorted; well, Axl had attempted to be sweet. 

"Bossy all of a sudden." 

"Yeah, cause you'll just get your ass kicked and then I'll have to go kill somebody.” 

"Gotta say, you're making me feel real manly right now." 

His hand got another kiss before he pulled it back. He didn't promise him anything, he wasn't going to lie. He 
was touched nonetheless, that was affectionate by Axl's standards. He stood from their bed, stretching the 
muscles in his lower back. He asked him if he wanted to shower first, tossing him his pack when he said yes. 
He'd headed to the bathroom to feed Clyde some dried crickets; he kept his bag of food under the sink ever 
since Axl had found them and had been disgusted by the dead bugs. He was tossing a small handful in his tank 
when he heard his name. 

"Slash?" 

"Yeah?" 

He was watching Clyde happily flick his tongue in the direction of his crickets, affectionally petting the top of 
his head. He could hear him unzipping something, the sound of a bottle being placed on the floor. The bottom 


drawer on his dresser that he'd cleared out for him opened. 


"Can | put my stuff back?" 


He continued petting Clyde's head, somewhat saddened. The remnants of last night must still be hanging over 
his head after all. He'd hoped they were past that, but he reminded himself to be patient. 


"Course ya can, it's yours.” 


His relief was palatable from the next room. He'd get past the asking, Slash thought to himself, he'd eventually 
learn he was welcome here. That he was wanted here; they could make this work. He finished with Clyde, 
walking back into the bedroom. He pulled out his own clothes he'd haphazardly put away, some balled up enough 
he had to tug on the drawer to get it open. He knew the bottom one would have clothes folded up neatly, yet 
another way they were complete opposites. It hadn't escaped him he still hadn't been given an idea on what to 
do today. He'd cut him some slack, maybe offer to take him somewhere instead. He waited for the shower, 
chuckling at the wide berth Axl still gave his snake as he'd walked in Alone, he allowed himself time to think. He 
imagined them having their own apartment. They weren't exactly swimming in money, but with two incomes 
they could manage. It would be something entirely their own, their own home. He wasn't expecting a lot of 
money from their gig on Sunday, if anything it was the exposure they were after. They'd be lucky to get a 
couple hundred to split between five people. He heard a blow dryer turn on, interrupting his thoughts before 
he turned back to them. But they could both work, he'd work two jobs if he needed to; it wouldn't be the first 
time. He'd never imagined a home with someone else before, he'd been content with his one-night stands and 
guitar. A new side of his heart had revealed itself, and it was as exhilarating as it was frightening. His 
thoughts were interrupted again by the bath room door opening, the smell of sweet shampoo and steam 


pouring out. 
"You better have left me some hot water." 
"Go find out." 


He smirked; he loved that attitude. He gathered his things as Axl was inspecting himself in the mirror, turning 
his head from side to side. His brow was furrowed, not liking what he was seeing. His hair was brushed now, 
laying on the top of his shoulders. Slash almost wished he would tease it today. Duff had hated when he'd 
shown up with teased hair and pink eye shadow. Eventually they had all tried it, glam was in, but only one of 
them looked good in it and they all knew it. 


"Look at this!" 


Slash walked in, gladly invading his space. He turned to face him, pointing to the small studs in his ears. He 
narrowed his eyes, trying to see what was wrong. He knew they were new; he'd overheard Axl asking Izzy to 
help pierce them. He'd been surprised they weren't already, most people he'd known had pierced ears since high 
school. It had taken him awhile, but he supposed Axl had finally found himself here in LA. He mentioned wanting 


a tattoo as well, eager to decorate himself. 
"What is it?" 


"Do they look crooked?" 


He glanced again, squinting. He laughed when he seen what Axl had, one was higher than the other. He could 
imagine Izzy high as a kite, trying to line up a needle on both ears. Axl was lucky he hadn't ended up with a 
pierced cheek instead. 

"Just a little, yeah. " 

Axl huffed and turned away from him, fiddling with the backs on the studs. 

"Don't take ‘em out! Its fine, you didn't even notice until now." 

"Well, now | know." 

He was still taking them out, Slash watched the muscles move in his slender back, his shirt lifting just enough 
to show the skin on his lower back. He wanted to trail his finger along that sliver of skin, to drag his fingernail 
along what little was exposed. He trailed his eyes down further, immensely enjoying his view. 

"Just leave them alone." 

Axl stopped, and looked at him from the mirror before speaking. 


"Do you have a needle around here? Help me redo them." 


He shook his head at him, balking at the idea. For one, he had no desire to stab him with a needle, and two; if it 
wasn't perfect, he wouldn't like it as was being shown here. He was about to tell him to leave it alone again, 
that nobody but him would notice when he had another idea. 

"No, but what about this." 

Axl had straightened, he took the opportunity to wrap his arms around his waist. He'd stopped and asked him if 
he could, locking his wrists to rest on his navel when he said yes. He only had a few inches on him, but he was 
taking advantage of that now. He felt soft in his arms, at ease. He rested his chin on his shoulder, still looking 
at him in the mirror. 

"Let's go to a tattoo shop and look around, get them redone there." 

‘lm not paying for that when | can literally do it right here." 

"You're not paying for it, | am. Anyways-" 


He brushed some hair away from his cheek, tucking his hair behind an ear. 


"You'd look really good with double earrings." 


He watched him consider it, turning his head in the mirror. 
"| would." 


He smiled over his shoulder; he'd played to his vanity and won That took care of what they would do today 
anyway. Every other day this week would be spent working and preparing for Sunday; today would be the only 
full day they could be together. 


"Now get out and let me take a shower." 


He playfully moved him to the door, discussion settled. He shed his clothes and quickly showered, ready to get 
the day started. He dressed, checking his watch as he strapped it to his wrist. A little after eleven, he 
suddenly realized how hungry he was. Axl was sitting in the floor, playing with the cats. One lay on her back, 
batting at his fingers while another lay purring on his thigh. He asked him where he wanted to eat, leveling him 
a look that said don't act like you don't know. He'd let him think for a moment as he was finding his wallet, 
happy with his choice, a small diner near their rehearsal unit. They'd all gone together one night after practice, 
he remembered it fondly. They'd all been happy, laughing and the mood good, Axl sitting beside him in the 
booth. He'd gladly go back with him. 


"You ready?" 


Axl stood, dusting his jeans off. At the top of the stairs, he'd paused behind him, Slash felt him slide his cool 
hand into his free one, he'd looked back; other hand laying on the knob. He could tell he was uncertain, his hand 
gripping his tightly now. 


"Do | need to say something? Do we do anything?" 


Slash realized he meant his family, and took a second to answer. He'd never had this happen before; he wasn't 
sure what to expect from them. They'd always respected his privacy, even if they were curious about his 
goings on. His grandmother more than his mother was anyway. After a moment of thinking he shook his head, 


mostly to himself. 
"Nah, nobody's gonna ask anything. [ts our business, right?" 


He didn't remove his hand, his cool fingers lacing with his. He was being more physical than he'd been before, 
seeking him out now. He was willing to see that as a positive change. In the kitchen they were along, making it 
out the door without being disturbed. He let out a breath he hadn't realized he'd been holding. In the car their 
mood shifted again, happier. He'd changed the station Axl had selected, switching it back over when he'd 
protested. It was a song he was unfamiliar with, Elton John singing over a piano that he obviously loved. He 
smiled fondly, cranking the volume as loud as the radio could go. He rolled the windows down, sunlight and a 
warm breeze whipping their hair around He caught onto the chorus and sang it with him, thumping the beat 
on the steering wheel. He imagined driving off with him, driving for hours with the radio as their only 


companion. He felt alive, and free. Being with Axl always made him feel this way, as if a part of spirit that had 


been dormant was now untamed. 

Nobody paid them any attention at the diner, the way he liked it. Their conversation had naturally drifted 
toward their music, like it always did. He focused his attention on the red head sitting across from him, how 
his eyes crinkled as he smiled. He was listening intently, being quiet for once as Slash rattled off ideas he had 
for chords and riffs. Around the shake he'd ordered he would ask a question, or interject with an idea, It felt 
like the most natural thing in the world He was asked about his second choice, promised he would play it for 
him. Their conversation turned to less serious topics, more fun ones. He laid his foot on top of Axl's, the only 
affection he could give out in public. He asked him a cliché question, but one he was genuinely interested in 
If you can go anywhere, where would you?" 

Axl had rolled his eyes good-naturedly, then looked out the window watching people walk by. 

"Its stupid, don't laugh." 

"l'm not going to." 

"Paris." 

"Hal The city of love?" 

Axl scowled at him, face reddening. 

"You said you wouldn't laugh!" 

‘im not, I'm not. Just surprised me is all." 

He rubbed his shoe along the sides of his boot, along the top. 

"lIl take you to Paris. I'll take you anywhere you want." 

That got him a sweet smile. 

"What about you?" 

"Tour safari, anywhere | can" 

They talked over traveling, music, the band, back to music until the diner was clearing. Slash looked around, not 
realizing how long they'd been in their fun. He dug his wallet out, waving Axl's hand away when he offered to 


help pay for it. He realized he was viewing them from a heteronormative lens, but all he wanted was to care 


for him, and spoil him if possible. Leaving the diner, he held his car door open for him, mentally placing the 


tattoo shop he had in mind. He was attempting to pull into traffic, beginning to get irritated. Axl offered to 
switch with him, but he declined; he was a horrible driver and he'd rather get road rage than totaled. He 
managed to pull out on the road, Axl poking fun at him as he did. 


"So, where's this shop at?" 
"Bout twenty minutes from here, the dude who runs it is crazy talented, and super cool about everything.’ 


He held his hand out for him to hold, resting them both on the arm rest in the middle. He'd been briefly 
acquainted with the man, he ran in his father's social circles. But he'd seen enough of his work to like what 
he'd seen, along with the fact he'd ran this shop for almost twenty years. And he was chill, he wouldn't care 
that two guys were finishing up a date in his shop. Their ride was comfortably silent now, music no longer 
blaring. He was almost certain if the median wasn't in the way, he could have his arm wrapped around him 
now. He was asked about his friend who worked in the record shop again, promising to call them tomorrow 
about the open position He found their shop, pulling in along the sidewalk outside a small brick building, 
advertising tattoos and piercings; a painted palm tree in the window. They were both getting excited now, Slash 
considering a piercing for himself now as well. They were flipping through the tattoos on the wall, pointing to 
the ones they liked. Axl was particularly interested in a winged one with dice. Slash was watching the way his 
face lit up, thrilled with the idea of them, already planning on bringing him back to get it. He was flipping 
through as Axl walked back to the counter, Carl finally showing from the back. He walked over to stand beside 
him, making small talk as Carl recognized him. He waved them both to the back, grumbling good naturedly that 
he was so old he'd ran a shop as long as they'd been alive. 


He asked them what they wanted, nodding when he was told ear piercings. He pointed to a sign on the wall that 


was advertising a sale. 

"Buy one, get one today." 

Axl looked back at Slash, asked him what he wanted. He considered it for a moment, already planning his own. 
"Ill get something too, but go ahead and pick out a second one." 

He faltered for a moment, not knowing what to pick. He leaned over the counter as Carl had laid out a variety 
of different piercings chose from. He picked a small pair of studs; taking out his current ones to soak in a 
disinfectant mixture. Carl had already told them he wouldn't charge to fix the first set, so that left picking out 
his second one. Slash walked over to stand beside him, laying a hand on his back. 

| don't know what to get" 

He was flicking through, saying no to a nose ring, to a belly button ring. Slash was helping him pick one out, 


pausing on a circular hoop meant for a nipple ring. He was half joking, half living out a fantasy; encouraged by 


their day. He passed it over to him, laughing as he turned it over. 


"Seriously?" 

He held his hand out to put it back, but Axl held onto it. 
"Would you like it?" 

"I mean, | would but don't get it just for that" 


He thought for a moment, still holding the packaged piercing. He put over with the studs, mind made up. Slash 
almost couldn't believe it, Axl giving him a suggestive look as he went back to the chair that had been pulled 
out, waiting for Carl to come back. Slash smiled to himself, shaking his head. Oh yeah, this boy was made for 
him. Carl finally came back in, motioning for him to take a seat. He was pulling on gloves, saying they were 
going to start with the ears. Slash sat on a small stool provided, picking out a pair of earrings and a nose ring 
for himself. He leaned back against the wall, arms crossed over his chest watching Carl line up his earrings; 
much better than had been done before. Axl didn't move or flinch as the needle went through, still as a statue. 
Carl motioned for him to take his shirt off for his second one. He searched for a different needle, pulling a 
clean one out a pack that looked far more intimidating than the first. He motioned for Axl to lean back further 
in the seat, leaning in closer to get a better angle. He lined his needle up, and asked him if he was ready. He 
said he was, without another warning he slid his needle through. Slash had been looking down at his hands, head 
snapping up at a painful gasp. 


"You alright?" 

"Nol" 

Carl laughed, telling him he could cuss if he wanted to. He did, a torrent that made Carl laugh harder as he 
slipped the hoop in; Slash could hear hisses of pain. He felt guilty for suggesting it, not realizing how much 
they'd hurt. Carl pulled his gloves off and disposed them, rattling off basic care instructions before heading 
back up front as he'd heard the door open Slash walked around to the front of the chair, Axl breathing heavily 
and eyes watered. The piercing was gleaming, snugly fit into place. 

"You alright baby?" 

"Yeah." 

He blinked a few times, letting out a deep breath before smiling. 

‘| like it when you call me that." 


He said it softly, under his breath as if he were afraid someone would hear. 


"ll say it more often then." 


He switched seats with him, waiting for his turn. Axl pulled his shirt back on, being careful to not let it drag 
against his chest. Carl returned shortly, making quick work on second row of earrings and nose. His eyes 
watered as well, not nearly as painful as Axl's. He admired it in a handheld mirror, a small stud. Axl walked 
around, telling him he liked it. Carl led them back up front, accepting the cash that was handed to him. He 
waved them out, a couple more people filing in In the car Axl flipped his visor down to check out his earrings, 
lifting his shirt to inspect his chest in the mirror. 


| told you; you look hot with those." 

"| do, don't |?" 

He was playing with his hair now, trying to keep the rings visible. 

"Modesty doesn't become you." 

He said it playfully, getting a middle finger for it. He was taking them back home now, the sky beginning to dusk. 
He wanted to go over that riff with him, a possessive part of him wanted him to hear it first before any one 
else, his personal critique. He was heading down the road, playing with the tuning knob. 

"Hey?" 

"Hmm?" 

"Thank you." 

He stopped playing with the knob, full attention on the passage seat now. 

"You don't have to thank me for anything." 

"No, | do. Nobody has every been this nice to me before, thank you, for just being you." 

They were at a red light now, Slash leaned over to kiss him; one hand holding the side of his face. He wasn't 
wearing a seat belt, Axl turned in his seat; sitting on his knees now. Slash could feel heat pouring through him, 
the feel of his mouth against his soft. He laid a hand on the inside of one leg, squeezing lightly. He reluctantly 
broke away, brought back to reality by a car honking. Their light turned green, Axl turned back in his seat and 
he pulled his hand away. Slash could see in his eyes he didn't want that to end any more than he did. He 
dragged his eyes down to his jeans, then flicked them back up to meet his. 


"Want me to take care of that now?" 


He laid his head in the hand he had propped against the window, barely paying attention to the road. He was 
beyond turned on that he'd just been offered fellatio at a red light; had half a mind to take him up on his 


offer before pushing the thought away. He didn't want to use him in a way that felt dirty, and that would be. 


But he was ready to go home, lock their door and let his imagination run wild. 
"No, no but what about finishing this up at home?" 


He lay his free hand on his leg again, driving faster than usual. 


Fate had decided to grant them an empty home; that or the foresight of his family to decide to leave to 
themselves today. Either way, he was grateful. If the Pope himself had been sitting at his kitchen table, Slash 
would have blown past him to get to their basement. He'd parked sloppily, just against the sidewalk enough to 
be legal. They'd flown in, ready for the comfort of their haven At the top of the stairs, he'd securely locked 
their door; flattening Axl against it in the process. He'd pinned him there, overcome with the need to feel him. 
He had him with his back pressed flat against the door, cradling his face in his hands as he swept his tongue 
along the the inside of his mouth; the sweetness and warmth addicting. Axl tilted his head backwards, pliantly 
allowing Slash deeper access that he took full advantage of. Using a foot, Slash softly moved Axl's feet apart, 
creating a space between his legs that he replaced with his thigh. He pressed it into him, earning a small moan 
as he rubbed against his hardness. He took the hands that Axl had dug into his shoulders and placed them 
above his head; crossing both hands together at the wrist and holding them in one of his and placing them 
against the door. With his free hand he placed it on a hip, running a calloused finger over the jutting bone. He 
rocked his thigh into his erection, drinking down another small moan. Slash softly bit into his lower lip as he 
pulled away, moving to the sensitive part of his neck below his ear; he grazed his teeth over the skin, feeling a 
shudder beneath him. He felt Axl move forward, seeking the friction of his leg. He tightened his hold on his 
wrist and hip, keeping him flush against the door as rocked himself forward; keeping his thigh pressed into the 
bulge in his jeans. Axl was attempting to squirm against him, unable as he was held still. Slash gently kissed and 
sucked the side of his neck, replacing his canvas of small bruises that had quickly faded. He moved his hand 
from his hip and placed it on his lower stomach, dragging his finger nails softly across the taut skin. Axl was 
breathing quickly now, pale skin flushing. Slash pulled his attention away from marking his neck, fingers playing 
with the waistband of his jeans. 


"What do you want baby?" 

Axl swallowed, closing his eyes before he answered. 

"| want you in my mouth, | want you to fuck me." 

Slash smiled against his neck, he was always so blunt. His own hardness was making his clothing unbearably 
tight; his skin protesting against the layers. He slowly, agonizingly moved his hand down to the crotch of Axl's 
jeans, replacing his leg with his hand and cupping him. He squeezed lightly, still holding him immobile against the 
door. Having him this way was almost enough to bring him to climax; he was more than ready to get them in 
his bed. The part of his brain that was not on fire from lust wanted a verbal confirmation, know that he knew 
what he did. 

"Ok baby, but l'm not going to fuck you." 

Axl's eyes had flown back open at that, bliss momentarily replaced with confusion 


"Why?" 


Slash moved his mouth back to his ear, softly whispering. 


"Because l'm going to make love to you." 


He released the hold on his wrist, giving one final squeeze against his jeans as he took his hand and lead them 
down the stairs, shedding clothes as they went. He was down to his boxers, kicking his shoes and clothes piled 
in front of him aside. He sat on their bed, watching Axl finish undressing and turning their stereo on. He leaned 
back on his elbows, enjoying the view. He spread his legs slightly as Axl kneeled in front him, resting a hand on 
his knee as he positioned himself comfortably. He watched how the light caught his hair, the small natural 
blonde highlights that ran through it; how soft it looked against his thin shoulders. He shifted again, the hard 
wooden floor digging into his knees. Slash reached behind him and grabbed a pillow, tossing it down to him. Axl 
took it, but unhappily. 


"l'm not made of glass." 
"Maybe | plan on keeping you down there awhile." 


Axl's head ducked back down as he put the pillow under his knees, but Slash could see a small smile. Slash 
waited until he was ready, pulling his boxers down the rest of the way. The air was a relief on his hot skin, Axl 
took him in his hand and stroked him gently. He lay back further, enjoying the soft skin of his hand that was 
so different than his own rough hand. He stroked up and down his shaft, twisting his head in a way that made 
heat pool into his stomach. He continued his pattern, slowly tracing the underneath with a pinky finger. Slash 
groaned as he moved forward, his hot breath making his eyes water. He felt his tongue swirl around the head 
of his shaft, licking the pearly drops of pre-come collecting at the tip. He ran his tongue underneath, continuing 
his pattern He draped himself across his lap, gripping his cock with a hand and wrapping his mouth around it. 
Slash let out a sigh, closing his eyes and leaning his head back. He thrust forward slightly, the wet warmth 
surrounding him. Slash leaned forward, pulling some hair back that had fallen in Axl's face. He gathered it in 
hand and pulled lightly, feeling Axl hum appreciatively around him. He moved up and down, hollowing his cheeks 
and he sucked along him. He was close, feeling a tight pull in his balls. He thrust forward again as Axl relaxed 
his throat, taking him down as far his throat as he could. Slash caressed the side of his face with the back of 
a hand, tightening his grip on his hair. He paused a moment, continuing when Axl didn't pull away. He looked down 
at him as he rocked forward into his wet heat, watching himself slide between his lips, mouth stretched 
around him. He could feel himself coming and tried to pull away, but Axl had waved his hand away and kept his 
mouth hollowed around him as he came, sucking down every last drop. He'd moaned slightly as he did, Axl 
sliding his mouth down him as he pulled away. He released his grip on his hair, running his fingers through it as 
he did, offering his praises that Axl soaked up. 


He gripped Axl's upper arm and pulled him onto his lap from the floor, kissing him deeply and tasting himself on 
his mouth. He leaned further back on the bed, Axl spreading his thighs on either side of him. Slash dipped a 
hand into the front of his boxer shorts, slowly stroking him. His other hand he gripped his ass with, kneading 
his hand into the plump skin. He kissed down his neck and chest, avoiding the irritated skin of his new piercing. 
He pulled away, watching the new piercing catch the light as Axl shifted to the side, riding his thigh. It was a 
pretty sight, his hair hanging around his face in a sweaty sheet, breathing heavily, eyes half-lidded with lust. 
He stopped stroking him, running a hand teasingly against his inner thigh, enjoying that he was making Axl feel 


this good. Not able to resist he lightly smacked the inner thigh he was teasing, smiling at the moan that got 


him. 
"You like that?" 


Another moan and a nod yes were his answer. He lightly smacked the same spot again, running his hand over 
it. He done the same on the other leg, encouraging him to ride harder. He could tell by the breathy moans he 
was close; he pulled him closer to him, bruising his lips with his. He slipped a hand back down the front of his 
boxers, helping to bring him over the edge. Axl buried his face in the crook of his neck as he played with him, 
softly stroking him. The small puffs of breath against his neck were enough to make him hard again. He let him 
come into his hand, stroking him until he orgasmed. Slash kissed his temple, tugging his boxers off as he did. He 
used them to wipe them both clean, tossing them to the floor with the rest of their clothing. He was anything 
but tired now, he was invigorated. Slash was kissing him again, turning them so Axl was now laying back on the 
mattress. He hovered above him, taking in the glow of sex on his face; feeling a wave of love wash over him, 
memorizing the flecks of blue that adorned his green eyes. Axl was smiling up at him, looking away and laughing 
as if he were embarrassed at the scrutiny. Slash smiled back down at him, amused at this sudden attempt at 


modesty. 
"Have you done this before?" 
Slash asked it quietly, the intimacy seeming to demand softened words. 


Axl bit into his bottom lip, looking at a spot over his shoulder before bringing his eyes back up to his, 
answering in a hushed tone. 


"Just once, but it wasn't very good." 

Slash thought over that for a moment, running a thumb over a prominent cheekbone beneath him. 
"Well, I'm going to make sure this time is good." 

He whispered it, no hint of smugness or arrogance in his voice. 

"lm going to take care of you." 

He whispered that too, feeling emotional after the high of before. 


Axl was looking up at him, trust and admiration shining in his eyes. He laid his hand over Slash's, leaning his 


cheek further into his palm. His answer was simple, and sweet; enough for Slash to know he could continue. 


"| know you will." 


He reached over and dug in his nightstand, pulling out a small tube. Axl took it from his hand, curiously reading 
over the bottle, looking back up at him with a furrowed brow. 


"Why is it strawberry flavored?" 
Slash chuckled and took it back. 
"Because | have a sweet tooth." 


He let Axl think over the implications of that, leaning up to sit on his knees. He was thinking of the easiest 
position to do this, wanting to make this as comfortable as possible for him. 


"Roll over." 


Axl did, turning over to lay on his stomach and laying his head in crossed arms. Slash draped himself over him, 
straddling the frame that lay between his legs. He kissed between his shoulder blades, trailing down the length 
of his spine; pausing to run his tongue along the dip in the small of his back. He stayed there a moment, 
watching the shiver in Axl's back as he did. He cupped and caressed his ass, Axl pushing back into his hand for 
better contact with the roughness of his palm. He massaged the tube in his hand, warming it. He spread Axl's 
legs further, giving him the access he would need. He noticed Axl burying his face into the pillow, already knew 
the blush that would cover his entire face. He ran a hand soothingly over his back again. 


"Don't be embarrassed, your beautiful everywhere." 


He whispered encouraging things to him, applying the warmed lube to his fingertips. He leaned back over him, 
applying it directly onto him. He massaged it in, now applying a generous amount to his ring finger. He asked 
him if he was ready, slowly inserting his finger when Axl said he was. He pushed into the tight muscle, rocking 
his hand in a steady rhythm. After a few moments he added another, pushing it in as slowly and carefully as 
the first. He scissored his fingers together, opening him up further. He was focused on his task, nodding to 
himself as Axl started to rock his hips in time with his fingers, enjoying it. He crooked his fingers, getting a 
surprised moan. He rocked them in deeper, teasing the sweet spot he'd just found. He stayed there a moment 
longer until he was satisfied with his work, basking in the noises he was getting from his lover. He removed 
them completely, positioning Axl the way he wanted him. He'd preferred to be face to face with him, to be able 
to see his face; but this position would be easier on him. He placed his hands on hips and helped to raise him 
up onto his knees. He ran a hand up his spine, guiding him into a comfortable position as Axl raised onto his 


forearms. 


He lined up with his entrance, slicking his own self with lube. He pushed into him slowly, an inch at a time. He 
stopped when he heard Axl hiss, laying a hand on his back. 


"You want me to stop?" 


"No, don't." 


He kept pushing into him until he was fully seated, an almost impossible tightness wrapping around him. He 
kissed the back of his shoulder, feeling his walls flutter around him. He placed his hands on top of Axl's, lacing 
their fingers together. He rocked into him, a closeness he had never had before. He moved his hips forward, 
pulling out before slipping back into him. He was being mindful, keeping his movements slow and steady. The 
tightness was delicious; he was soft even there, Slash filling him as though they were made to fit together. 
Sweat was rolling from his shoulders, chasing into that heat. Axl spread his legs further for him, his sweet 
moans filling the room. The smell of strawberry and sex filled the air, Axl removed his hand from Slash's and 
moved it between his legs, just for Slash to place it back as he wrapped his own hand around him. He stroked 
him in time to his thrusts, Axl's breathing quickening into a pant. Slash rolled into him once more, Axl closing 
around him as he stayed inside; each movement of his hips hitting the spot he'd found earlier. He stayed there, 
feeling his own orgasm building. Axl had his back arched earnestly for him now, no sign of embarrassment of 
trepidation. Slash was mostly silent, a small sigh or moan escaping his lips occasionally, he was content to hear 
Axl, who was making the most erotic noises he'd ever heard mixed in with his name. A final thrust in and he 
felt his lower stomach constrict as he came into his hand, panting. Slash came soon after, still deep inside him. 
He pulled out reluctantly, not wanting to leave him. He felt tired, exhausted deep into his muscle but 
exhilarated. He'd just gotten to experience something he never thought possible; and it had been godly. Axl 
rolled back over his back, looking completely spent. Slash lay down on him, laying his head on his chest listening 
to his heart race, return to a normal beat. Axl raised his hands to his curls, absent mindedly playing with 
them. Neither said anything for the moment, the room was silent, their stereo had turned off and the only 
light in the room came from their lamp. Slash was about to drift off when a soft whisper brought him back. 


"| love you.” 


He wasn't sure if he was even supposed to hear it; but it set his soul on fire either way. He whispered back to 


him, just as soft. 


"| love you too." 


Axl was awakened as the comforting warmth that had been laying over him was removed. Slash had been 
draped over him all night, now gingerly pulling himself away. He grimaced, rolling onto his side to nestle deeper 
into the mattress, missing his weight and shivering against the cool air. He felt their sheet be pulled closer and 
tucked around him; Slash quietly, reassuringly shushing him as he silenced the alarm. 


"Go on back to sleep, l'm just getting ready for work" 


A hand was ran lovingly ran over his shoulder; he heard him pad into the bathroom and the shower turn on, 
the bed feeling empty and cold. He rolled onto his back, stretching out the stiffness of his shoulders. He smiled 
to himself, remembering last night. He was slightly sore in all the right places; a pleasurable feeling. Slash had 
said he'd take care of him and he had. He closed his eyes, imagining how warm and strong Slash's hands had 
felt on him, and how he'd heard himself come apart underneath them. How gently he'd moved inside him, how 
softly he'd taken over to control his pleasure; and how much he'd loved it. He threw the sheet back, missing 
his presence beside him all the more. He stood, naked and walked in the bathroom. The water running was the 
only sound in the room, Clyde not yet present in his tank He stood by the sink, frowning at his disheveled hair 


in the mirror. 
"Hey, can | come in?" 


He asked just loud enough to be heard over the water. Without any hesitation the shower curtain was pulled 
back, inviting him in He gladly accepted, keeping his back against the stream of water. Slash smiled lewdly at 
him as he stepped in, water rolling down his body; his hair pulled back to keep from getting wet. Axl held his 
hand out for his bar of soap, lathering it between his hands before running his hands over the tanned chest in 


front of him. 
"Good morning to you too." 


He grinned, still running his lathered hands across his chest and dipping lower onto his stomach, continuing going 
lower. Slash laid his hand over top of his at his groin, taking the soap back and chuckling. 


"What are you trying to do? Have me call into work again?" 
"Maybe." 


Slash raised an eyebrow at him, lathering himself again. He happily watched as Slash finished with his soap, 
loving how the water bounced off his skin. He obediently turned around when asked, facing the water as Slash 
pressed his chest against his back. He hummed appreciatively as he ran his fingers through his hair, untangling 
the knots as the water ran over them. He selfishly wanted to spend another day with him, just the two of 
them again, already counting down the hours until he was home. Slash interrupted his thoughts, asking him to 
hand him his shampoo bottle. More than willing he bent over to fetch the bottle, arching his back as he did; 
teasing. A palm hardened by years of guitar playing caressed his right cheek, fingers lightly squeezing the skin. 


"Now you aren't even being fair here." 


He smirked to himself, happy he'd gotten his way. He grabbed the bottle from the edge of the bathtub, 
straightening quickly as the soft caress was replaced by a sharp, playful smack. He softly gasped, that 


wonderful heat pooling in his stomach; a lustful whisper in his ear. 
"God, | wish | didn't have to go to work today." 


Still satisfied with himself he stood still, allowing the suds to be rinsed in the water. He was proud; proud he'd 
gotten the reaction he wanted and that Slash wanted to stay as much as he wanted him to. He'd been worried 
he hadn't really meant what he said, that the second Slash got bored of him he'd send him on his way. But he 
was finally beginning to realize this was different, that Slash could be trusted with everything about him. That 
he was worth loving, even if the grime and men of the streets had left their invisible tarnish on him; in his 
eyes at least. Slash lay a hand on his hip as he leaned forward to turn the water off, kissing him as he did. 
Slash stepped out first, hastily wrapping a towel around himself. He grabbed another one from the cabinet, 
holding it out for him. Axl stepped into it, holding his arms up as it was wrapped around him. He followed Slash 


out back into the bedroom, leaning in the doorframe as he got dressed. 
"Don't forget to talk to your friend today, about the record store." 
"I won't, I'm going to call her on my break." 


He slipped a shirt over his head, hunting for a pair of pants. Axl eyed the dirty laundry in the floor from last 


night, not knowing why he was embarrassed to see it laying there. 

"Where's the nearest laundromat?" 

"Huh?" 

"lil do the laundry today, where's the laundromat af?" 

"Oh, don't worry about it. If you wanted to do it just use the washer upstairs” 


He bristled at that, feeling shamed at the thought of carrying this type of dirty laundry that smelled of sweat 
and sex through his mother's home. Slash eyed him, laughing when he realized his thought. 


"Its fine, promise. Nobody here cares or is gonna ask, if you don't want to, I'll do it later" 


He told him he would do it, still embarrassed by the thought. Slash was fully dressed now, holding his arms out 
to him. He readily went into them, wrapped in a hug and kissed sweetly. 


"Hey, why don't you come see me on my break today? | can let you know what she says." 


He agreed, grateful he'd been asked He was going to ask himself if he could come by today, but shyness had 
stopped him; unsure if work was a boundary he wasn't allowed to cross. He stood in the room, a cat's tail 
twirling itself around his bare legs, feeling uncomfortable in the silence as Slash left. He began pulling out his 
own clothes, shame and guilt washing over him; realizing this silence was what Slash had felt the days he was 
gone. He quickly dressed, wishing the hours would pass by quickly. He stripped the sheets and gathered the pile 
of clothing from the floor, quickly seeking out the washer. He found it in the back of the house, in the sun 
room. He started a load, relieved he hadn't run into Slash's mother or grandmother. He'd only met his mother 
once, she preferred to stay within her own social circles outside of the home. But his grandmother, he still 
didn't know what to say to her. That was taken from his hands as he walked back into the kitchen and she was 
seated at her spot at the table. He froze, his mouth drying. He kept his mouth shut, keeping any smart 
remarks to himself. Crude or hurtful remarks were another shield he hid behind, much like his anger. Just 
another way to push people away before they decided to leave him themselves. But he couldn't do that to her, 
no more than he could do to his own grandmother. She smiled at him, over top of her paper he'd learned she 
read every morning. She motioned to her kettle, and asked him to make her a cup of coffee. He did, barely 
listening as she made pleasant conversation. He made her coffee, attempting a smile as he passed it to her. He 
tried to find words, any to convey how sorry he was; trying to form the semblance of an apology. She took 
pity on him, patting his hand when she accepted her cup. The tightness in his throat loosened, and he was able 
to return her smile. He was forgiven, the realization lifting a weight off his chest. Her attention was turned 
back to her paper, he took the opportunity to head back downstairs. 


He lounged around, listening to music waiting for their laundry. He played around with some lyrics, not happy 
with their flow. Getting annoyed he stopped, wishing he had Izzy around; he was always the one to pick his 
brain for the best melody. Always the one to figure out the torrent of thoughts that ran through his head. 
Instead, he thought of their upcoming show, only two days away. They all knew they were good; it was just 
getting everybody else to realize it too. He hoped they could draw a large crowd, silently manifesting positive 
exposure. He sat alone, the silence crawling over his skin again. He thought of trying to call Izzy, to tell him 
about everything that happened. He missed his best friend, the growing distance between them starting to 
anger him. He stood, pulling his shoes on. Maybe luck would be on his side today, he'd go by the newsstand and 
then go on to rehearsal and wait for the others, maybe Izzy would show up early so they could talk. 


He dragged his walk out, knowing he was going to be early. He kicked random papers and cans along the way, 
much happier than the last time he'd made this walk. The chaos and noise felt like home, and a part of him 
missed it. He couldn't remember the last time he'd hit someone or been hit back, or started a fight with a 
stranger for any jackass reason, as long as he'd had an excuse to release pent up anger and frustration. He 
kicked a crushed soda can, realized he didn't feel that anger any longer. Or at least, not as much as he had 
before. He was happy, maybe for the first time. This newfound happiness was at the forefront of his mind as 
he eyed the newsstand. He could see Slash leaning against it, hair masking his face but he knew he was bored. 
Could see it in the way his shoulders sloped and his fingers drummed against the counter top. It had only been 
a few hours since he'd seen him, but he quickened his pace as if he hadn't seen him in days. It probably wasn't 


healthy, borderline obsessive; but fuck it, he'll take what he could get. 


He slid up to the counter, basking in the smile he got. He would never tire of seeing that be directed at him. He 
slid back a little, remembering they were in public. Slash did as well, straightening up to stand but his smile not 


dimming. His eyes were shining, face lit with good news. 

"Guess what?" 

Axl locked in on his excited tone, excited himself now. 

"What?" 

"I called earlier; its been so slow today. And you got it!" 

Gratitude filled him, and he laughed in relief. 

"When?" 

"She said come by Monday morning.” 

He leaned back against the counter, soaking in the information. He'd have steady income; he could start 
contributing more than just a voice to the band. He'd never go back to that street corner. He could feel the 
beginning of tears behind his eyes, and wished he'd grabbed sunglasses before leaving. He mumbled a thank 
you, feeling his throat constrict. Slash took notice, and tactfully turned around to grab something. He rubbed 
the corner of one eye against his palm, berating himself; he'd cried on him enough. Even if these were of relief 
and happiness. Slash was passing him a couple of dollars, discreetly rubbing the top of his hand as he did. 
"Grab us something to drink, I'll go on break in a few minutes." 

He walked to the gas station that Slash had pointed at across the street, loving him for knowing he needed a 
moment alone. He composed himself, grabbing two fountain drinks and walking back across the street. Slash was 
out front now, cigarette in hand. He took his drink, winking at him as he took a drink. He still didn't know he'd 
managed this, but he was grateful. They made small talk, still keeping in mind they were in public. All too soon 
Slash told him his break was over, regrettully. He walked behind the counter, taking his perch and leaning over; 
no one seemed interested in buying today. He walked back around the front, not wanting to leave. 

‘I'm going to rehearsal early." 

"You? Early?" Slash scoffed. 

Axl ignored the barb, he knew it was deserved. 

"Yeah, | got some stuff | wanna do." 

They talked for a few more minutes, Slash promising to see him in a couple more hours. He walked back down 


the street, turning around to wave at him and getting one back. It wasn't a far walk to the building, his good 
fortune putting a spring in his step. He was alone when he showed, to keep his mind occupied he started setting 


everything up for later. That didn't take him long, he was about to invent something else to do when lady luck 
smiled down at him again. Hearing a noise he turned, Izzy smoking in the opened hatch; he spoke before he 
could. 


"The hell you been?" 


Izzy said it reproachfully, like a parent scolding a child. He fixed him with a stern glare to go with it. Izzy took 
a drag from his cigarette, pointing it and a finger at him. 


"I called the room at your motel, no answer. | call again, no fucking answer. | walk my ass over there, nope nada 


nothing. Some slimeball who looks like he hasn't bathed in a year tells me you left" 


The clerk behind the counter, Axl thought. He stayed silent, letting him vent. Heaven knows this role had been 


reversed a million times before. He took another drawl, glare never wavering. 


"The only reason | didn't hunt you done somewhere, was because slimeball so kindly told me who you left with. 


So, tell me, what are you doing?" 


His scolding over, he pressed his lips in a thin line suppressing a giggle. It was a tone Izzy saved just for him, 
and it never failed to amuse him; even if he did feel bad for making him worried. 


"Yeah, um | just got tired of being there and Slash picked me up." 
"Liar" 


He flipped him a middle finger, temper flaring. He wasn't lying, he was just editing some parts out he reasoned 


to himself. 
‘lm not fuckin' lying! That's what happened, l'm staying with Slash again" 


He was being scrutinized, narrowed eyes boring into his. Izzy's silence made him want to fill it, to explain 


himself. 


"| didn't like it there and he came and got me. | wanted to call, but | didn't want to make Mike pissed off at you. 
We spent the whole day together yesterday, | wanted to tell you about it” 


He said that last part pitifully, trying to manipulate himself back into Izzy's good graces. He ashed his cigarette 


on the floor, glare beginning to soften but tone still sarcastic. 
"The whole day huh?" 


"Yeah, just me and him. He took me out to eat, we got piercings. It was really nice." 


Better than nice, it had been amazing. 

"What you get pierced?" 

Axl showed him the new double earrings, and lifted his shirt to show off his nipple ring. Izzy had leaned in 
forward to inspect it before throwing his head back and howled in laughter. Annoyed Axl crossed his arms 
over his chest, feeling like the punchline of a joke. 

"Shut up." 

After his laughing fit, he wiped a hand over his face, crudely asking 


"What else you all do?" 


Axl pouted, sullenly refusing to answer even though he'd wanted to tell him. Izzy looked him over again, shaking 
his head and laughing. 


‘| leave you alone for five minutes and you're getting your nipple pierced and fucked" 
He felt his face heat up at that. 

"Least I'm getting some." 

"And you think | ain't?" 


He knew he was, but it had been the best insult he could think of on the spot. Izzy's tone turned serious, 
stomping out his cigarette under his shoe. 


"For real though, was it alright?" 

He knew the first experience he'd had, if it could even be called that. He was preferring to think of his time 
with Slash as his first time. He told him it had been better than alright, it had been perfect. He listened 
intently, nodding his head approvingly. He omitted a lot, but he got the gist of the story. When he was finished 


Izzy walked over to him and wrapped an arm around his shoulder. 


"Good. You two dumbasses worked this out, I'm proud. There's something you ain't telling me though, don't even 


deny it. " 
Something you'll never know, he thought to himself. 


"But lets focus on Slash right now, ok? | wanna talk to him, he needs my permission’ 


Axl laughed, shrugging his arm off. What happened to him never wanting to get involved? Here he was wanting 
to protect his honor like an I8th century virgin. 


"Leave him alone." 
"Just a little talk” 
"No! Leave him alone! He already thinks you don't like him; you barely even acknowledge him." 


They fell into a comfortable banter, Izzy tuning his guitar and talking of their show until Duff and then Steven 
showed. The hours passed quickly, everyone's good mood helping to move the day along. Steven patted his 
pockets, pulling a face when he realized he'd left his own smokes at home. Wordlessly Axl pulled on from the 
pack Slash had given him, offering it to him. He seen Duff raise his eyebrows in surprise, Steven's face 
mimicking it. He mumbled a confused thanks, taking a seat behind his drum set. Axl ignored the looks, sitting in 
the floor with his back propped against the wall. He knew he'd never been nice to Steven; he'd been downright 
mean to him at times for a reason he couldn't even explain, some unspoken animosity that lied between them. 
But he was Slash's friend, and he was willing to bury whatever hatchet they had and play nice for him. He 
jumped up, ending the discussion he and Duff were having when he heard a car pull up. He ran out, Slash 
already out of his car and spinning him around in a hug. Slash wrapped his arm around his waist, hand laying on 
the side of his hip and walked him back inside. He'd never sought out physical comfort before, but with Slash it 
came so naturally. Axl let him keep his hand there, determined not to hide around his bandmates. They made 
the silent decision to not hide this from their bandmates; and he just hoped they would accept it. They all 
looked up as they walked in, Slash tightening his arm around him. He leaned into him, listening to Slash attempt 
to sound brusque to the room but failing. 


"So, this is a thing now. Yeah so, everybody cool with that? Questions?" 


Duff beamed at them, Steven looking as if he'd finally had the answer to a difficult question Izzy smirked, 


raising a hand like a child in school. 
"Put your fucking hand down! | told you to leave him alone." 


Duff thumped the side of his bass, tapping out a rhythm. It was accepted, no objections or hurtful comments, 
being treated no different than anyone else, and he loved them all for it. He may not be able to tell them, but 
he hoped they knew. Duff tapped the side of his bass again, harder the first one to speak 


"Well guys, let's get ready to put on a kickass show!" 


Hours later, they lay in bed together sharing a joint. He'd begged for Slash to make love to him again, had 
practically crawled in his lap and demanded it. He'd refused him, telling him they were going to wait a day or 
two to keep from hurting him. Instead, Slash taken him down with his hand and mouth, keeping him on edge 
until he was shaking and thought he'd explode. He'd returned the favor, keeping him in his throat as long as he 


could manage. He lay back against his pillows, blowing smoke towards the ceiling; he'd taken over Slash's side of 
the bed. He passed the joint back to him, Slash's hand splayed out and laying on top of his belly. He thanked his 
luck again that he'd been granted this. He moved closer to Slash, taking his place by his side, nestling in as 


close as he could get. 


Leaving him in the mornings was the hardest part of his day, he'd lay on his back and seriously considering 
skipping another day of work just to be with him. He always lingered a few moments, the gentle breathing 
beside him putting him at ease. Slash almost woke him; to ask if he wanted to shower with him again, craving 
his company but decided against it. He idly played with a stand of his hair; his breath hot against his shoulder. 
He would let him sleep, Axl would be the main focal point of tonight, giving every ounce of energy he had away. 
Not that the others wouldn't, but it affected Axl differently. He'd seen how he would vibrate and shake just 
after rehearsals; tonight, would be an entirely different matter. He kissed his forehead, these quiet moments 
with him his favorite. Reluctantly he began his morning routine, showering and making his familiar cup of 
coffee. He fetched a second mug, boiling more water and letting a bag of tea seep for Axl. He carried the mug 
downstairs, sitting it on the nightstand. He thought about letting him sleep longer but decided against it; smiling 
as he imagined Axl to be the type to pout over not getting a good morning kiss. 


He'd rolled over onto his stomach, his favorite sleeping position it seemed. Slash brushed some hair away from 
his face, leaned down to whisper into his ear until he stirred. Sleepily he sat up, accepting the mug Slash put in 
his hands. He sat listening, nodding along to their plans for the day. 


"So, I'm going to try to get off early tonight, Luis won't mind if | leave an hour early, its not like many people 


are buying anyways. You want me to pick you up here or at rehearsal?" 
Axl thought it over for a second before deciding. 
"Rehearsal." 


"Good, so I'll come get you and the rest of the guys, Madame's has a backstage area so we can get ready 


there." 


The only real difference would be hair and makeup, it wasn't like any of them had clothes to spare; but plenty 
of talent to give. It wasn't going to be a long show by any means, they'd been granted the space for five 
songs, but it was a foot in the door. Slash felt his own nerves begin to fray, the thought of even a small 
group of people judging, and staring at him enough to break him out in a sheen of cool sweat. He let the 
thought pass, trying instead to focus on the positives; they had a show at popular club, he would have his 
friends around him, and his love at his side. The anxiety would pass. He had another reason for leaving early as 
well, one that excited him. He'd saved enough for a gift; one he couldn't wait to buy. Axl slid closer to him, 
laying into his side as if he'd sensed his brief unease. Even through a fog of sleep he was giving orders; Slash 
chuckling, standing as he answered him, promising to eat something on break. He wished he could take him with 
him, save him the trip of having to walk. Axl had told him several times he didn't mind, but he still felt a pang 


of guilt. A car he decided, after an apartment he was getting them a car next. 


Axl toiled as he usually did when Slash was gone, taking him time to lounge in the bath tub and get dressed, 
put food down for Slash's pets. Feeling generous he even gingerly picked a couple crickets for Clyde, quickly 
shutting his hatch closed as he did. His mornings were always slow and boring, the lack of activity setting his 
own anxiety about their performance on fire. He had an irrational fear of his voice going out mid performance, 


or completely fucking up the lyrics to their songs. He kept himself as busy as possible, going through their 
songs mentally to ground himself. He done that for hours, taking as much time as possible as he left their 
home own his trek to their rehearsal building. 


Slash was just as jittery, leg bouncing and finger drumming on every available surface. He'd been polite to the 
few customers they had, as usual. But his mind was a million miles away, on a stage. He chided himself, knowing 
he would have to get these nerves under control if he ever intended to be a professional musician He thought 
of wearing sunglasses on stage, an extra form of protection much like his hair. He did try to eat as promised, 
unable to enjoy much. Luis had let him leave early as he thought he would, and seemed to seriously consider 
his invitation to their show. A part of him hoped he would, it would be at least one familiar face in the crowd. 
At least this next task was enjoyable, taking his mind away from any negative feelings. He listened to music, 
wishing he had Axl singing along beside him. He made a short drive to a music store, the one he'd often bought 
amps and other supplies from. He went in quickly, making a beeline to the equipment he wanted. The sales girl 
came over, friendly and smiling, ringing up the p.a system he'd selected. They had one for tonight, a friend of 
Duff's allowing them to borrow it. But this was different, excitement overtaking his nervousness as he loaded 
it into the trunk of his car. This was something completely for Axl, bought by him and that no one could take 


away. 
He pulled up in his usual spot, the building unusually quiet. He walked in, Duff helping Steven to pack his drum 
kit, Izzy strumming his guitar while Axl held a case open for him. His face lit up like Christmas when he walked 
in, the butterflies fluttering in his stomach again; Slash hoped to see that for the rest of his life. Content with 
the sound Izzy placed it in the case; Slash twined his hand in with Axl's, surveying the chaos. It appeared he 
wasn't the only one who was restless, there was a tangible energy he could feel coming from his bandmates; 
like the still of the air before a lightening storm. He tugged his hand lightly, pulling him away from the group. 
"I got something for you." 


He said it teasingly, pulling him towards the car; dusk settling over the sky. Axl swung his hand, fingers 


crossed over his in a way he loved. 
"What is it?" 


His tone was excited, curious. Slash popped the trunk of his car, feeling shy again at presenting his gift. He 
motioned to it awkwardly, sitting on the edge of the open trunk 


"No way, you didn't!" 
Axl voice was high pitched, disbelief lined with amazement. Slash grinned, rubbing at his hair with a hand. 
"Yeah, no | did. It's yours, it's supposed to have a really good sound and casting power-" 


He was stopped mid-sentence with a kiss, red hair in his face and soft lips on his. Instinctively he leaned back, 
a hand resting on Axl's lower back as he pulled him down on top of him; hidden from view by the trunk. His 


kiss was cut short by a gag and a laugh, Axl breaking it to glare over at the offenders. Izzy and Duff stood by 
the side of the car, holding instruments and laughing. Slash wrapped his arm tighter around Axl, letting them 
laugh. 


"Need a condom?" Izzy asked, 


"Or a camara man?" Duff added. 


They both laughed again, Izzy pushing Duff's shoulder with a hand; Axl glaring daggers at the both of them 
"Oh yeah, Stevie would totally down to film that shit" 

Slash raised up, laughing along with them as he stood, Axl snapping at them. 

"Fuck offl The both of you!" 

Izzy held his hands up in a mock surrender, face hidden behind dark sunglasses and tone sarcastic. 

"Hey, don't get mad at us your little porno got cut short, we gotta go’ 


Slash checked the time on his watch, agreeing. He moved out of the way as everything was added to the trunk, 


Axl talking to him only now in a lowered tone, thanking him. 

"You do so much for me." 

Slash interrupted whatever was about to come next, as stubborn as Axl was. 
"Because | want to." 


They all piled into his car, him driving and Axl riding shotgun, the other three in the back. Now they were all 
together an ease had settled over them, each knowing he had a partner to get through the night. They all 
packed in their equipment; miffed at having to set up their own stage. All bands did, but newer bands got no 
help from anyone; the floor cleared as everyone headed to the back of the club to the bar. Slash set up his 
amps, working with Izzy and Duff to get them where they wanted; Axl helping to set up Steven's drum set. He 
was nervous again, cold sweat running down his back. To distract himself he called Axl over, showing him how 
to set up his system. Axl had noticed the sick sheen covering him, had asked if he was alright. Lying, he'd 
nodded and said he was. Telling him he needed a second alone, he walked back out from the club that was 
beginning to crowd again, a much better crowd than they'd thought for a Sunday night. He went to the back 
alley, lighting a cigarette and leaning against the rough brick of the building. Through a cloud of smoke, he seen 
he wasn't the only one present, the alley housing a handful of people. A man noticed him looking, flashed a smile 
car salesman would be jealous of and sauntered over. His cologne was overpowering, his smile too wide to be 
genuine. His hair was cropped short, so blonde it was almost white. He leaned on the wall beside him to his 


chagrin; he'd hoped to be left alone. 


"You playing tonight?" 
He answered that he was, not giving anything else away. 
"What you doing out here then? You nervous?" 


Slash shrugged, not liking his questioning. He was about to crush his cigarette under his boot when he spoke 


again. 
"| got something that can take the edge off" 


He pulled a bag from his pocket, small and filled with a white powder. Slash looked it over, not recognizing what 
it was, but his curiosity peaked. 


"What is it?" 

"Smack, the best from Seattle." 

He hadn't heard of that one before, and he was decently acquainted with various party drugs. His family had 
never shied away from them and he was naturally curious. He'd tried cocaine, acid; weed always present. He 


didn't make it a habit for the others, but he could enjoy the feeling of a high other than marijuana. Morbidly 


curious now, he looked over the unassuming powder. 

"What's it do?" 

The man shook his head and sighed, flailing his arms in an exaggerated way. 

Its better than the best orgasm you've had, and then you're in paradise. No worries, no problems." 
That sounded too good to be true, Slash thought. 

"Do you smoke it like pot? Or what?" 

The man laughed in a way that insinuated he was stupid before answering. 

"Yeah, you can You can use it lots of different ways, never get bored with it" 


The man had a look in his eye as if he'd just won something, and it annoyed him. He didn't even know why he 
was still talking, when he needed to head back inside. 


"Tell ya what, you take this one on the house. And if you decide you like it, you just come see old Arty, 
alright?" 


He pushed the baggie into his hand, walking back to the small group of people; a couple women and three men. 
Their conversation seemed to be more serious, no buddy-buddy smile for them. He turned the baggie over in 
his hand, shaking it to see the powder move inside. He didn't like the man, slime had been practically dripping 
off him in buckets. Without knowing why, he tucked the bag into his back pocket and headed inside. He elbowed 
his way to backstage, his band mates lounging around the small room provided for them. Drinks were being 
passed around, red solo cups aplenty. Slash accepted one, sipping the cheap beer and taking a seat by Axl on a 


small couch, purple eyeshadow framing his eyes. Again, sensing something wrong, Axl was looking at him worry. 
"You alright?" 


Breathing deeply, Slash patted his leg and nodded. He would be; just nerves from a first show that seemed real, 
a jump above a dozen people in a parking lot. He patted his leg again, knowing they were seconds from going on. 
He reminded himself to bring a strong joint next time, his mind going back to the small baggie in his pocket, 
more tempted than ever to try now. He spoke quietly, so that only Axl could hear. 


"Yeah baby, I'll be alright." 


And then they were being ushered on, makeup hastily applied and hair teased to the sky, the lights from the 
stage beckoning them. 


He was afraid his fingers would slip on the wrong strings due to sweat, a wrong chord plucked and their song 
fucked up in the middle of a set, four sets of furious eyes turned to him. But that thought soon began to 
fade, much like a bad dream in the morning sun. Axl commanded the stage like it was made for him, even the 
most inattentive eye turned to him when he started wailing into the microphone. He sang like a madman, arms 
flailing and knees hitting the stage with such a force he could already see the bruising on them. His confidence 
and energy were contagious; Slash looked around at his other band mates, everybody focused and giving the 
best of themselves away. Slash was even enjoying it, hopping on the stage and never missing a note. Axl took 
his favorite spot beside him, fingernails digging into his shoulder with one impossibly long note hanging in the 
air; he'd quickly moved his guitar down, before a club full of strangers seen the effect that had on him. It was 
intense, feeling so right he wanted to be on a stage every night of his life. The crowd was enjoying them, 
hands waving in the air and excited screams lifting to the ceiling. He looked over to Duff, seeing the same 
excitement on his face that he was feeling. This was intoxicating, where he knew he needed to be as long as he 


lived. 


They played through their allotted time, passing all too quickly. The music faded, chants turned to 
disappointment as they left the stage, the praise still ringing in his ears. Duff was thumping him on the 
shoulder, excitedly yelling over the music. Izzy and Steven doing much the same, he threw his arm over Axl's 
shoulder; fighting the urge to brush a hand over his face to sweep away the sweat. They were all gathered in 
a circle backstage, a drink passed into his hand. Duff pointed a hand toward the stage again, sipping from his 


own drink. 
"You all hear that? They fucking loved us!" 


Axl pressed closer into his side; his body shaking as he knew it would be. Slash ran a finger along his shoulder 


blade, felt only by him. Izzy was speaking now, nodding as if he were already convinced. 
"Hell, yeah they did, she'll ask us to come back again" 

Axl was sharing his thought, voicing before he did. 

"Let's go talk to her first! Tell her we want next Saturday night:" 


Duff and Steven added their agreements, Izzy grabbing a second drink while Slash downed his first. Hands were 
appearing from nowhere, people in this jovial mood all too willing to share what they had. Girls walked around in 
various stages of undress, some strippers and some girlfriends, it was hard to tell the difference here. Izzy 
was getting his liquid courage, ready to face down the wrath of Madame. It was common knowledge along the 
Strip that she asked about you, not the other way around. A hush fell over the room, the decision made for 
them. Tall and lean, black hair almost to her waist Madame herself had sauntered in, a finger pointed directly 
at Izzy's chest. A wolf whistle sounded from somewhere, a lewd grin on Izzy's face as he made him way 


toward her; Steven's voice following him. 


"Yeah Izzy, do whatever you have to do." 


Slash chuckled, knowing full well what they were about to do and feeling confident they'd just gotten the most 
coveted weekend slot. He leaned down to Axl's ear to whisper, hoping he was as hot and bothered as him; he 
knew there would be countless parties to attend, but he had his mind on one thing only right now. His answer 
was a lust filled yes, vindication he wasn't the only one made horny on stage. He led him away, weaving 
through crowds going further back into the building, until the screams from the audience were muffled as the 
next band took the stage. They made it to an employee only area, empty save for a few random items and 
doors lining the hallway, curious he opened the door to a small room, finding tassels, heels, and costumes 
neatly lined on racks. He paused not certain if this was good enough; Axl pushed passed him, slipping a hand 
between his belt and jeans and pulling him in behind him. Slash grinned, shutting and locking the door behind him. 
Axl kept his fingers wrapped around his belt, Slash capturing his mouth in his. His kisses were wet, hot and 
sloppy, much like how he felt. Axl's skin felt feverish under his hands; still rippling with the aftermath of the 
show. Slash softly gripped a handful of damp hair, pulling his head back and exposing the most sensitive part of 
his neck that was his favorite. He ran his mouth over the skin, other hand creeping under Axl's sweat soaked 


shirt to play with his nipple ring, murmuring his praises into the flushed skin of Axl's neck. 
"You were amazin baby, fucking amazing.” 


Axl had managed to get his lithe hand down into his jeans, stroking and fondling him the best he could. His 
movements were fast and erratic; his hand hot and heavy around him. Slash lay his face into the side of neck, 
one hand still gripping his hair and the other one laying on Axl's hip, brushing his thumb along his bone as he 
enjoyed the messy hand job. Axl was obviously getting more comfortable with sex with him, if this attempt at 
leading was anything to go by. Slash bit into his neck after one particularly lovely tug, grinning when Axl's hand 
faltered. He'd broken his concentration, Axl's question ended with a huff. 


"What was that for?" 
"Just reminding you whose who here." 


He said it jokingly, using his foot to pull the ottoman he'd eyed when they walked in closer to them. He sat 
down, pulling Axl down onto his lap and groaning as he sat directly on his still hard dick. Hearing Slash's reaction 
he intentionally squirmed in his lap harder, his own pants feeling too tight. Slash attempted to resume his work 
on his neck, stopping when Axl pulled slightly back. 


| want you, right now." 


He'd be lying if he said that didn't inflate his own sexual ego, and that he wanted to react to that demand 
immediately. Axl was completely straddling him now, Slash lay both hands on the top of his thighs, looking 
fondly into his blue-green eyes. He knew what Axl wanted, and he wanted nothing more than to be inside him, 
the perfect end to an already perfect night. But Axl was still new to this, and he wasn't a mean bastard, there 
was no way he was trying anything without being able to get him ready. He hadn't given into him last night 
either, giving him time to adjust. And he didn't exactly have the tools on hand he needed. 


‘Sorry but no, | don't have anything and there's no way in hell we're trying without it." 


He'd barely finished his sentence before Axl Had reached into his back pocket and was pressing the lube, he 
kept in the nightstand into his hand. He shook his head and laughed, his belt being fully opened, and jeans 


unzipped now. 
"You really do like getting your way, don't you?" 


Who was he kidding? He was completely whipped for this redhead, wrapped snugly around his finger. He 
unbuttoned Axl's jeans, pushing them down past his thighs as he raised onto his knees, crossing his arms 
around his neck as he did. Slash kissed him again, softly this time. He ran his hand from Axl's lower back to his 
ass, squeezing appreciatively before dipping lower to spread his legs slightly. The lid from their bottle clicked 
loudly in the small room, a small lightbulb overhead their only light. He covered his ring finger, copying what he 
had done for him their first night. Axl's heart was racing against his chest, his erection pressing into Slash's 
belly as Slash's was his. He pushed his finger in slowly, Axl now laying into his shoulder. Slash kissed his temple, 
letting his lips linger as he added a second finger. Hot breath was in his ear, a whisper. 


"Slash?" 

He stopped, ready to stop the second he was told to. 

"Yeah?" 

A low chuckle against his shoulder let him know they were fine. 

"Never mind, nothing." 

"No what is it?" 

Axl took his earlobe between his teeth in a way that made him shiver, whispering again 

"Can you do it like how you play?" 

He thought for a moment, before he began moving his fingers quickly, doing his best to mimic the movements 
he made while playing. Long fingernails dug into his shoulders leaving crescent shaped marks in his skin, a hot 
mouth sucking kisses onto the side of his neck. 

"You like my hands huh?" 

A mumbled shut up was his answer; he felt prideful knowing his playing was a turn on as much as he thought 


certain parts of Axl's singing was. He continued with the stretching, relishing in the soft noises he was creating 


that went straight to his own cock. Mischievously he slipped his middle finger in deeper, finding and teasing 


that sweet spot he'd found the first night. He moved his free hand to Axl's lower back, feeling the wiry muscle 
move underneath as he tensed. He tried to move backward in his lap, held in place by the hand on his back. 
Slash knew he was close by the quickened breathing, the kisses on his neck had been replaced with barely 
audible gasps. He'd almost stopped and entered him then, but a second thought had stopped him; wanting to see 
if he could bring him to an orgasm with just his fingers. Another second of teasing, of the frantic motion of 
his fingers and he was able to. He felt it coat his stomach, sticky warm and completely gratifying. He removed 
his fingers, a triumphant grin on his face. Axl had jerked backward, raising his reddened face from his shoulder 


with a mortified look. 
"I'm sorry, shit I'm sorry | didn't mean to yet." 


Slash felt somewhat guilty over that, Axl's expression looking as if he expected to be pushed off his lap and 
onto the floor. He watched as he looked around for anything to wipe it away, settling on removing his own 


bandana from his hair and using that, avoiding his eyes. 
"Its ok, don't be sorry | wanted you to." 


Axl was still looking down into his lap, suddenly very interested in drawing patterns with a finger over Slash’ 
knee. Slash had forgotten how prideful he could be, and cumming early over someone's chest probably wasn't 


high on his bucket list. 

"Hey, look at me its fine, ok? You want to stop?" 

"No." 

Slash was ready to attempt to lay them in the floor, stopped by a hand on his bicep. 
| want to do it here, like this." 


Slash stopped for a second, seeing the lust dilated in Axl's eyes and his hand playing with his erection again, he 
was painfully hard and almost close to bursting himself. If that's what he wanted he would happily oblige. He 
instructed him to raise up, laying both his hands on his skinny hips as he did. He slicked himself up again, lining 
himself up before telling him to move back down Axl did it slowly, biting into his bottom lip as he lowered 
himself down onto his length. Slash leaned back and closed his eyes, the warmth and tightness surrounding him 
wonderful. He dug his hands harder into his hips, groaning low in his throat when he was seated completely 
over him. The angle was different than last time; taking him in deeper, so tight it felt impossible. He groaned 
again, this time as Axl rolled his hips experimentally forward, doing it again at his reaction Slash opened his 
eyes, taking in the visual. Axl lay a hand on his shoulder, using it to raise and lower himself down him again, 
clenching around him, as wonderful as velvet. He done it again, watching his own movements before looking to 
Slash for reassurance. The muscles in Slash's stomach were constricting, balls getting tighter at the contrast 


of the cool air and tight heat. 


"Like that?" 


"Yeah baby, just like that but go slow and don't hurt yourself" 


Slash took a hand and raised Axl's face back up, resting his forehead against his and taking his mouth. He 
wanted to thrust up into him, to get as deep as possible but refrained from doing so. He let Axl do as he 
wanted, moving up and down before riding him again. It was sloppy, messy and the work of someone 
inexperienced but anxious to please; and some of the best he'd had just because it was Axl doing it. It didnt 
take long for him to finish, he'd held him in place at his last downward slide, breathing quickly and coming into 
him. He kept his forehead on his, catching his breath as even more sweat soaked into his clothing. Their 
moment was disturbed by the rattling of the closet doorknob, both quickley turning their heads to the door. A 


woman's voice came through, as if she were talking to someone. 
"Guess this one's being used too." 


A laugh floated through as the couple walked away, in search of a vacant room. Slash wrapped Axl closer to 
him. 


"Guess we're not the only ones who needed a room." 


That got him a tired laugh. He could feel it seeping into him as well, adrenaline crashing to leave him exhausted. 
He helped Axl to stand, readjusting his own clothes. He slowly opened the door, checking to see if they were 
still alone. He waved Axl over, letting him leave first and following him out. Happy sounds from another closet 
they walked past told him the woman had found what she needed. He dreaded packing their equipment back up, 
the others nowhere to be seen; more than likely doing what they had just got finished with. Axl grumbled 
about packing everything back to the car, threatening to leave everything that wasn't his or Slash's behind A 
few trips later they had everything packed into the trunk and backseat, pulling away from the club. Slash 
wasn't worried about the others, sure they would either be going home with someone. Axl lit a cigarette, 


reaching for Slash's free hand and holding it in his lap. He rolled down his window, blowing the smoke out. 
"What do you want to do now?" 


Any other night he would just drive around with him, listening to music until the stars faded. He looked at the 


clock, grimacing at the time. 

"Well, we both have to be at work in a few hours, so | say we go home." 

Axl nodded his agreement, holding his hand tighter. 

"You think she'll let us come back? l'm so tired of playing the small crowds, it felt real tonight" 

Slash was too, after his couple drinks he hadn't wanted to leave the stage. He didn't want to go back to people 


who barely raised their eyes to watch you play, or worse laughed when you told them your dreams of being a 


professional player. But he had a good feeling about this, it had felt different tonight. 


"With the way you sounded, she'd be crazy to not to." 

Awhile later they were home, Axl showering while Slash undressed. He pulled off his jeans, remembering the 
small baggie he had in his pocket. He looked it over again curiously before tossing it in the drawer with the 
rest of his clothes. He would save that for another day, he supposed. After his own shower he lay asleep in 
their bed, jostled awake by the piercing sound of the phone upstairs ringing. He lay awake, waiting for the 
ringing to stop. It didn't, Axl was awake now and pushing him in the ribs; sleepily telling him to go answer it. He 
lazily threw a leg out from the bed, hearing footsteps from upstairs. The phone stopped ringing, answered by 
his grandmother. 

"Saul!" 

He sighed, just wanting to go back to bed but already making his way upstairs and calling up to her. 


"Please don't call me that Grandma" 


Is your name, its what l'm calling you. Its some boy named Flizzy wanting one of you." 

That got Axl's attention, he sprang from the bed and stood at the bottom of the downstairs. 

"Hurry up! Something might be wrong." 

Slash did hurry, taking the phone from his annoyed grandmother as she left the kitchen. Izzy's drunken voice 
came through the line, a woman's voice in the background he recognized as Wong's. He smirked, knowing he and 
Axl weren't the only two who'd had a fun night. He listened patiently, deciphering the message. After a few 
moments Axl came upstairs beside him; he could feel his impatience practically radiating off him. A few 
minutes later he hung up the phone, feeling elated. 

"What is it? Is he ok?" 


Slash kissed him, hard and passionate. 


"We're all better than ok baby, we got the Friday and Saturday headlining shows for the next two weeks!” 


Notes: 


‘Its okay to be nervous." 
"Mmhm." 


Slash shaded his eyes from the bright sun reflecting off his windshield, the bouncing of Axl's leg a steady 
tempo in the car. His gaze was fixed on the building they sat outside of, never wavering. His palms so sweaty 
Slash had discreetly wiped his own against his jeans when Axl had released his hand from his death grip. He laid 
a hand gently on top of his thigh, the bouncing beginning to make him nervous as well. 


"Alright Thumper, you'll be fine. Just breathe through it, nobody's perfect their first day." 
“That would be good advice for someone who is nervous, but l'm not" 


Slash grinned, patting his leg good naturedly. They'd been having this conversation since early this morning, 
Axl's nerves practically vibrating the air around him and he stubbornly refusing to admit it. 


"Right, that's why your totally not about to put a hole in the floor of my car. You don't act this bad about 
getting on stage." 


They were both quiet for a moment, the leg bouncing subsiding. Slash glanced at the time on the radio, trying 
to hurry this along before being late himself. Axl seemed content to sit in the car, glaring at the building as if 
it had personally offended him. Slash gave him another second before reaching over him to open his door; 
better to rip the band-aid off quick. He nudged him out, Axl standing beside the car now. Slash leaned over 
further, elbow resting on the empty passenger seat. 


"Do you want me to walk in with you?" 

"No." 

He leaned back over, ready to go when Axl popped his head back in. His insecurities were on full display today, 
from worried about making a fool of himself to disappointing Slash who'd gotten him the job in the first place. 
It was a different world from the men who'd solicitated him, a job that lasted all day and gave him plenty of 

opportunities to screw something up; his specialty. Slash was looking at him in that patient way he had, even 

though it was obvious he was ready to leave. 

"What if | fuck something up?" 

"You totally will, I'm sure the building will be on fire when | come pick you up." He teased. 


Axl laughed, his face lightening up with it. 


"Screw you." 


"That's better. Laura is cool as hell and you'll be fine. | gotta go alright? | love you." 

With that and wave he pulled out, Axl steeling his resolve as he made his way into the store. He could count 
change and sell records, it wasn't rocket science. He kept repeating that to himself as he went in, the store 
empty of its usual metal heads and punks due to the morning hour. It was tidy, rows upon rows of records 
and cassettes filling every inch of the store. The bell over the door was pleasant but loud, a tall woman of a 
dark complexion giving him a brilliant smile as she sat perched on desk that held a cash register and an 
assortment of magazine. She was gorgeous, would stand out in any crowd in. Her hair framed her face in 
perfectly styled afro, a pink streak highlighting through it. She had a warm energy that welcomed anyone, 
putting him at ease immediately. She slid down from the desk, grabbing a blank name tag. 

"Axl, right?" 

"Yeah." 


She beckoned him over, scrunching her face a bit. 


"I know it sucks, but we have to use legal names. So, unless you had the coolest parents ever, what's your 


name?" 


She raised an eyebrow, a sharpie poised over the tag. He already knew this would be an issue, there was no 


point in arguing it but he was not looking forward to parading around with that dreaded name on his chest. 
"William, or Bill, either one." 

"Yeah, your totally not a William. Don't feel bad, want to know what my parents named me?" 

She pointed to her own name tag with the bottom of the marker. 

"Constance, who the hell names their kid that? Laura's my middle name." 


He laughed, liking her more and more; more grateful than he could put into words for Slash, always knowing 


what best to do for him. 

“Sounds like a sickly Victorian era child” 

She popped bubblegum, nodding enthusiastically. 
"Exactly!" 


With that she led him around the store, explaining everything they were to do. She was adamant on tidiness, 
that all records and cassettes had to organized alphabetically. He nodded along to everything she said, his new 


name tag secured to the shirt he'd borrowed from Slash. The smell of his soap and cologne that clung to it a 
comfort to him. She showed him the cash register, he experimentally tapped a key; pretty self-explanatory. 
After his short tour they both stayed behind the counter, talking of bands and music they enjoyed. Laura 
knew her stuff, after a few moments had praised them for their own show last night. He invited her to any 


other gig they may have, free. She'd smiled prettily, thanking him. 


The hours passed by slowly, Axl determined to behave but steadily growing restless. He was leaning on the 
counter, leg bouncing again. He lay a hand against his knee, forcing himself to stop. A crowd of people 
eventually made their way in, a large group of kids grabbing everything they could. He grimaced, knowing he'd 
have to re-organize their mess, keeping himself from snapping at them to pick one and be happy with it. 
Another couple hours passed and Laura yelled out from a back room for him to take a lunch hour; he still 
stay propped against the counter for a bit. He had no where to go and wasn't hungry. If anything, he would 
have liked to go see Slash, but the news stand was too far away to make it back in time. He went outside, 
leaning against the building and smoking a cigarette. He people watched, one of his favorite past times. He 
watched a couple holding hands, already knowing by the limp way the man held the woman's hand they were 
due for a break up. He watched two kids, knowing they'd just skipped school by the way they kept looking 
around them. His favorite was a young mother, encouraging her toddler son to walk along beside her with a 
sweet voice. He suddenly felt melancholic, glancing down at the name on his tag. He'd wondered if his mother 


had ever spoken to him that kindly, not remembering a time when she had. 


He let his mind wander, what he would do with his first honest paycheck. He'd take Slash somewhere, he 
decided. They'd go somewhere nice, one of those restaurants they all took the piss out of but secretly wished 
they could go to. He let it wander even farther, imagining them getting an apartment together. They would be 
able to afford it after a while; one that allowed pets. He wanted their home to be filled with pets. A large man 
carrying a briefcase caught his eye, hurrying along with sweat pouring down his face. Axl ducked his head 
down, recognizing him immediately. He'd been too late, the man smiling at him as he crossed the sidewalk; as if 
they were old friends and he hadn't sucked him off in an alley for a fifty. He threw his cigarette down, 
crushing it under his boot and walking back inside. The man continued on, past the store and hoisting the 
briefcase as he went. The hair had stood on the back of his neck, still slightly at unease as he resumed his 
duties. The rest of his day passed with uneventtully, Laura waving him out the door as she flipped their sign 


to closed. 


The sky was dusky when he'd finished his shift, feet sore from standing all day. As promised, Slash had pulled 
up right when it was time for him to get off, to take them both to meet with the rest of the guys. He 
couldn't wait to see him, to tell him about the good day he'd had; nothing what he'd been dreading. Slash opened 
his door for him from inside, leaning over his seat again as he did. Axl slid in, sneering at the sight ahead of 
him. The man was back, tie loosed this time and hair disheveled; walking in the opposite direction this time. He 
raised a pudgy hand to wave at him this time; his mouth had almost hung open. The dumb fucker actually 
waved at him. He ignored him, shutting his door quickly and pressing himself into Slash's side. A kiss grazed his 


temple, an arm around his shoulder. 


"Hey, you okay?" 


"Yeah." 


He nodded, turning around to kiss him properly and then settling in his seat. Slash smiled at him, looking over 
his shoulder and watching the traffic. 


"You just missed me is all, ain't it? Tell me about it, ain't Laura the shit?" 


He agreed, happily telling him about his day. Slash lay his hand comfortably on top of his thigh where he 
always lay it now when they rode together; Axl lay his over it, fiddling with a ring Slash wore. He'd try to not 
think of that man anymore, seeing him for the second time had rattled him more than he'd like to admit. He 
went to the outskirts of town for a reason, never wanting to see the people he'd serviced again. He wrapped 


his hand in Slash's, holding it a little bit tighter. 


Their days had turned into comfortable weeks, their routine such that Slash could accurately predict how 
their days would go now. He would wake first, letting Axl sleep as long as possible before rousing him for his 
own shifts at Tower Record He would grumble and complain about the early hour; Slash grinning and taking the 
warm blanket away his only incentive for actually getting up to shower. Slash would work the day away, feeling 
that horrible itch of boredom settle under his skin. He'd pick Axl up, going into the store now when his shift 
ended as he refused to stand outside. He wasn't sure why, chalking it up to one of Axl's many quirks. 


They would either go to the storage unit to meet the rest of the band, weekends play their shows at 
Madame's. That was his only exhilaration now, an hour of play time where he could release every desire he 
had; viewed now through a haze of alcohol and weed. The sweet moments were still there, he still looked 
forward to laying beside Axl every night, the morning smiles he got as coffee was made for him, often thick 
as sludge and bitter to boot, but that smile he always got as it was handed to him was too sweet to dim. 
Laying his head in Axl's lap as he read aloud from his book to him, a hand running through his hair. 


The weekend shows were a break in the monotony, and he'd learned his anxiety about performing could be 
completely curbed with a drink or joint. He made sure he had plenty of both, always in abundance at the club. 
He had a drinking buddy in both Duff and Steven, not so much with Axl or Izzy. Izzy treated him as he always 
did, with an air of disdain, tolerating his presence. Axl would drink sparingly, throwing glances at the drinks in 
his hand that Slash was beginning to become annoyed with. That's precisely what he was doing now, sitting so 
close with Izzy he almost had a leg resting in his lap and his eyes on the drink in his hand. Slash took another 
drink, not liking how Axl hung onto every word that Izzy spoke. They were passing a joint between them; and 
for some irrational reason he was jealous. His lap was perfectly empty if Axl wanted to lounge in one; his 
thought turned to one of guilt when Axl smiled at him; he had no reason to harbor any ill will toward his 
friendship with Izzy. It was wrong of him and he knew it, drowned it down with another drink He stood to grab 
a guitar, beginning to feel the world move slower and become muffled around him. 


Their show went on as planned, each of them playing their best and no one wanting to leave. Slash was 
impressed with himself, that in his inebriated state he still managed to make no mistakes. When their set 
ended, he made his way for another drink backstage, a final one for the road. He felt a skinny arm wrap 


around his waist, Axl's excited voice in his ear. 
"Did you hear what | heard?" 


He grabbed a cup full of blue liquid, tossing the drink back and grimacing at the taste. He rubbed a hand on 
Axl's shoulder, smiling affectionally at him. His hair was a sweaty mess, his eyes lit up with untold gossip that 
he was dying to tell. He felt that guilt again at the brief anger he'd felt at him earlier, unknowingly reaching 
for another cup of that horrible blue drink. He bent down closer to his ear, so only he could hear him, not able 


to hear the slight slur in his own voice. 


"What'd you hear baby?" 


He placed a hand on his back and began to gently steer him out, not wanting to deal with the stress and chaos 
that always filled the backstage, ready to go home before he was tempted by another round of drinks. He felt 


clumsy and uncoordinated, as if he were walking on a boat surrounded by rocky waves. 
"Some producer was supposed to be here scouting, and | think they were here for us!" 


They made it the car, Axl matching his slow pace. He nodded, fumbling in his pocket for a set of car keys. He 
clumsily searched, grunting as they fell from his pocket and onto the sidewalk, bending down to look for them 


in the dark, feeling nauseous as he did. 
"Did you hear me?" 


He nodded again, straightening the keys in his hand. He was taking a second to process it, not wanting to get his 
hopes up just to have them snatched away. He thought it over, trying to place a face in the crowd that may 
have belonged to a record company. He couldn't think of anyone that stood out, anxiety creeping in again at the 
thought of being judged without knowing of it. He smiled over at Axl, not wanting his own anxious thoughts 
rubbing off on him. 


"| did, | did. Lets just slow down, okay? | mean we don't even know if anyone actually showed up or not." 


He meant it in a good way, trying to convey the need to keep himself grounded in reality as his thoughts were 
swimming in a way he did not like; suddenly aware of the sound of his voice. He leaned against the side of the 


car a moment, before handing the keys over to Axl 

"You drive us tonight, alright?" 

A second passed before Axl took the keys, throwing an uncertain look at the dark road 
"| can't see for shit" 


That was true, and Slash wouldn't ask him unless he had to. He was beginning to regret that last drink. Or what 
he thought was the last drink, had he gotten another one? He couldn't be sure. 


tll be fine, Ill help you | just can't tonight" 


He fumbled the passenger side door open, flopping himself down in the seat. Axl slid into the driver seat, 
obviously unhappy. He drove slowly, a lack of contacts or glasses making it difficult for him. Slash leaned an 
elbow on the door, fighting off another wave of sickness and Axl's bumpy driving not helping. Their night was 
almost following their same routine, back home in time for work he thought. Slash almost wished they could do 
something wild, go to one of the ragers that were always being held. They were more fun with Axl, who didn't 
really enjoy them but would be something different to do. The feeling passed, and all he wished for more than 
anything was to be in bed asleep. He'd never drank as much as he had tonight, and he thought suddenly of that 


bag of heroin in his room; promised to be better than sex. He couldn't imagine anything being better than that, 


and was now more than curious about what that experience could be. 


He was nodding and answering at the expected intervals that Axl left open for him, numbly making his way 
through the home and down into the basement. He lay on their bed, limbs feeling heavy as he undressed, falling 
back against the pillows; not caring to wash the sweat away tonight. He glanced at the dresser that held his 
baggie again, curious. He was no longer listening to Axl's excited ramble about the rumored producer; but 
smiled lazily when he felt his weight crawl on top of him. He opened his eyes, meeting Axl's that were ringed 
with mascara and eyeshadow that had melted under his eyes. His hair was still teased, had slightly fallen due 
to the sweat. He straddled him, hands unbuckling his belt and zipping down his jeans. 


"You want something to celebrate?" 


He chuckled; ready for the one thing that hadn't becoming boring and stale yet. He adjusted himself as Axl 
crawled down to settle between his legs, soft kisses being placed on his stomach; already gripping his naked 
cock in his hand. He lowered his head down, wrapping his mouth around him. He worked around him; the 
movements and warmth feeling as if they were far away. Slash furrowed his brow, unable to get hard. 
Embarrassed, he tried to focus as Axl was sucking along him harder now, hollowing his cheeks and trying to 
bring him to an erection Normally he'd be ready to go the second his mouth was on him, but not tonight. He 
cleared his throat, Axl still trying earnestly. A moment later he pulled off him, raising up from where he'd lay 
on his belly and looking at him confused. 


"| don't know what l'm doing wrong." 

He began stroking him now, still trying to get him hard with no avail. His tone had been apologetic, embarrassed 
himself. A second later Slash waved him away, humiliation burning in his chest. He hadn't realized how drunk he 
was; so drunk his body wouldn't cooperate with what he wanted. 


Its not you, don't worry about it tonight 


His face heated up, Axl laying beside him and placing his head on his chest. Slash closed his eyes, waiting to 
pass out before Axl's voice brought him back to his half-reality. 


"You're drinking too much." 


He knew it, especially now. But that was the last thing he wanted to hear, especially from Axl. He became 


defensive, moving the arm he'd lain around his shoulders. 
"Is that what you and Izzy talk about?" 


It was mean, and petty. He regretted it the second it left his mouth, feeling it settle over his heart. Axl had 


sat up, resting on his knees now and facing him with an incredulous look 


"The hell does that mean?" 


He responded immediately to his tone, low and angry; matching it with his own. He didn't even know why he was 
arguing with him, had only brought up Izzy as a way to steer the conversation away from his drinking. He 
didn't want to, feeling the regret and guilt pile on but unable to stop. 


"It means you should mind your own business and don't worry about my drinking." 


He turned away at the hurt look that had clouded Axl's face, and the pain in his eyes. He'd never talked to him 
this way, so curt and final. He reached a hand to cup his face, to apologize for causing that pain. Axl jerked 
back from him and out of the bed, attempting a venomous tone but failing. He stood, jerking his dresser open 
and snatching clothes out. Panic replaced his own regret, standing from the bed and trying To take him into his 
arms; failing as Axl spun away from him. He fumbled, trying to save the night he knew he'd ruined. 


‘lm sorry, ok? | didn't mean that, just don't leave. Its starting to get cold out, you need to stay." 
He was terrified he'd be stomping up the stairs any second now, breathed a sigh of relief when he went to the 


bathroom door instead. He could see in his eyes that he'd thought about it, and was at least grateful he hadn't 


acted on it again. His voiced wavered a bit, a mixture of fury and pain. 


‘lm not, but I'm not sleeping beside you tonight either. Fuck me for worrying about you." 


With that he slammed the door, hard enough for it to rattle in the doorframe. A moment passed before Slash 
heard water turn on and realized he was running a bath. He leaned against a dresser, hating himself. He waited 
until he heard the water stop, slowly walking to the door and resting his back against it. He still felt like he was 


walking on sea legs, becoming more used to it. He lightly rapped on the door, already knowing the answer. 
"Can | come in?" 

As expected, he was ignored, he ran both hands down his face, feeling haggard. 

‘| didn't mean what | said, l'm sorry. Ok?" 


He tried the knob, finding it locked. He could hear movements from inside, knowing he was at least being listened 


to. 
"You can have the bed; I'll take the couch upstairs. I'll talk to you in the morning, alright?" 


He patted the door, once again not getting an answer. He wished he could take back the last ten minutes, feeling 
disgusted with himself he'd ruined Axl's excitement. His gaze once more fell on his dresser; as if he were 
having an out of body experience he grabbed the bag and headed upstairs. He'd learned the tools he would 
need, grabbing aluminum foil, straw and a lighter from his mother's kitchen The night had already been 
destroyed, he may as well satisfy some curiosity his drunk mind reasoned. 


Downstairs Axl sat in water so hot it was painful, a ball of anger and hurt in his chest that was making it 
hard to breathe. He breathed deeply, wishing he could kick his own ass. His big mouth had fucked yet another 
thing up; just add it to his list of fuck ups. It would be miles long by now. He sunk deeper into the water, part 
of him hoping Slash would still be in their bed when he felt ready to show his face; trying to remember how 
many drinks he'd seen him have. Upstairs Slash sat on the floor, inhaling a foul-smelling smoke. It filled him 
with warmth, a wonderful dreamlike state already setting in. It wasn't better than sex, but this was damn near 


close. 


The bed had felt cold and empty last night, Axl had curled himself onto Slash's side; wishing for the comforting 
presence of his body. He'd hoped that Slash would ignore his request and would be there waiting for him, but 
had only found the empty bed instead. He'd lain awake almost all night, their argument replaying in his head, the 
anger and confusion increasing with each thought. He couldn't see where he was at fault, he wasn't the one 
over drinking after all, so why did he still feel so guilty? He picked at any fault he may have that was 
contributing to it, desperate to find what had gone wrong. That had been the last thought he'd remembered 


before falling asleep in the early hours of the morning. 


Slash had occupied the couch upstairs as he'd promised, riding out a warm, fuzzy high that he'd never 
experienced before. He'd sat on the cool tiles, head thrown back in ecstasy as he'd inhaled the black smoke and 
it had taken over his senses. At some point he'd sprawled on the couch; he'd felt as if he were vibrating in 
between frequencies where nothing else mattered. The hurt and anger from their fight had dissipated, his 
anxiety vanished and goodwill restored. He could do anything, as long as he had that powder in his pocket. That 
had been the thought on his mind as his breathing had slowed and he'd drifted away into a black nothingness. 


When he'd awoken, a sore back and shoulders thanks to his grandmother's affinity for stiff furniture, that 
fuzzy feeling was gone. He didn't feel hungover, per say. He felt groggy and his mouth was dry as sand, but 
other than he felt nothing wrong. He made his way slowly to the kitchen and leaned against the fridge, chugging 
down an iced water as the argument came back to him. He groaned, leaning his head against his arm. He 
shouldn't have said those things to Axl. He'd been stern with him, something he wasn't used to from him. But 
worse he'd hurt him, intentionally, as a cowardly way of deflecting the conversation He didn't regret using the 


heroin, but he did regret what he'd said. He ran his hands over his face, not delaying the inevitable. 


He went downstairs to their bedroom, feeling guilty all over again at seeing Axl asleep on the side he usually 
slept on. He sat on the side of the bed, admiring his small redhead who lay on his belly, a sheet pulled up to 
his waist and his naked, wiry back exposed. Slash moved a strand of hair from his face to behind his ear, 
sighing at the purplish-blue circles beneath his closed eyes. He was breathing deeply, shoulders rising in a soft 
rhythm. Slash ran a hand across his shoulders, Axl stirring beneath it. He raised up slightly, brushing hair out 
of his eyes and giving Slash a sleepy glare before laying back down. 


"Go away." 

Slash kept rubbing a hand across his shoulders and down to his back, then back up. 

"You really want me to?" 

That hurt, and he knew it was meant to. He'd leave if Axl really wanted him to, but he hoped he didn't. After a 
moment Axl shook his head no, face still pressed into Slash's pillow and refusing to look at him. He was silent, 
obviously waiting on something but allowing Slash to rub his back with no complaints. He thought over his 


apology, knowing Axl wouldn't accept a sub-par one. 


"I'm sorry for what | said, | didn't mean it” 


Or had he? He'd felt backed into a corner and shamed by a proverbial finger being pointed in his face, lashed 
out. Axl raised up again, his face a petulant look; he had his lips slightly pursed in a pout he wasn't aware he 
was making. It would have been cute, Slash thought, if the look in his eyes weren't so sad. 

"Then why did you say it?" 

| don't know, | was pissed, and didn't want to talk about it." 

Axl huffed humorlessly, laying on his side and propping himself up on his arm. 

"So? You just wanted to shut me up? You think I'm too stupid to talk something over with?" 

Slash heard the tremble in his voice, his heart dropping at being the cause of his pain this time. He wanted to 
take it away, to be a soft place for him to fall. He let the hot ball of shame flare in his chest, worse than 
whatever verbal lashing Axl could give. He'd turned his face back into his pillow, silent now; the shuddering of 
his shoulders the only movement. Slash kept his tone soft and gentle, emotions kept in check 

"Of course | don't think that baby, don't cry, please.” 

That is never the comforting thing to say, even he could hear the hollowness in his words. He lay beside him 
instead, wrapping an arm around Axl's waist and kissing the back of a shoulder blade. He moved to lay over 
him, kissing the top of his head, moving hair to the side to kiss tear-soaked cheek. 

"Are you drinking because of me?" 

The question took Slash by surprise, the thought never crossing his mind. He nudged Axl's shoulder, guiding him 
onto his back so they would be face to face. He cupped his face with a hand, running his thumb over a 
cheekbone. 

"No, I'm drinking because of me. That has nothing to do with you." 


"Why?" 


Slash was being fixed with a watery, but determined look. There was no avoiding this discussion, he caved in; 


not even attempting to try. 


"Lots of reasons. Nerves mostly, it helps to be drunk when | go onstage. Boredom. But not with you" he added 
quickly "but sometimes it just feels like every day is the same, and drinking helps me with that." 


It actually felt good to say it aloud, a weight being lifted off his chest. 


"Then say something, | can help you. Don't keep me out" 


Slash smiled wanly, remembering their conversation they'd had weeks ago when the roles had been reversed. 


He dutifully listened as Axl ranted in a low tone, running his fingers through silky hair as he did. 


"Its's fucking stupid, you'll mess up playing or you'll forget something and throw us all out of sync. You'll wreck 
or get in a fight and get your ass kicked." 


Slash was humming in agreement, kissing Axl's protruding collarbone now as he went through his list of 
stupidity that he could get up to while drunk. He lay on his chest, feeling his voice vibrate; regretting that he 
had missed this last night. He waited until he was finished before raising up to look at him, back over top of 
him. 


"What can | do to make it better?! 


Axl remained silent, an absolute master of an icy cold shoulder. But Slash felt the worse was behind them, and 
that they could move forward now. 


"How about when | get home, | take you out somewhere? Anywhere you want to go." 
re 

Slash smiled at the tone, no real anger behind it; merely an obligation to be difficult: 
"What if | bring you something back before we leave? Anything you want" 


He should know better than that, but presently would be willing to spend an entire paycheck and blow money 
away he didn't have if it would put a smile back on Axl's face. 


"No. 
He ignored his response this time, moving a hand to lay on his hip, digging his fingers softly in his pale skin. 
"And then, after that we come home and | make up for last night” 

He kissed his mouth this time, tenderly; resting his forehead against his. 

"Whatever you want me to do, I'll do it" 

He felt Axl's arms move around him this time, no longer laying stiff as a board. He was wrapping both arms 
underneath his, resting his palms on the tops of his shoulders. He whispered in his ear, so heartfelt Slash felt 


the guilt wash over him once again. 


"Stop drinking, please." 


Slash squeezed him closer to him, tucking him into his shoulder. 
"Ok baby, I'll stop." 


He held him, feeling confident he would be able to keep his promise. Besides, the leftover powder he had in his 
back pocket was more enjoyable than any drink he'd had lately. He could give up the drinking, for sure. 


“Take it, hurry!" 


Slash held his can of beer out to Steven, all but forcing his fingers around the can as Axl entered the room, 
deep in conversation with Duff. Steven took it with no complaint, though his eyes were questioning. He downed 
it, adding the empty can with the other discarded cans on the floor. Duff broke his conversation to make a 


face at the mess. 
"Dude, seriously? Drink all you want but clean up after yourself. My girl hates that" 


Steven gave a mock salute, but made no move to pick up the cans. Slash gave Axl a bright smile, tying to keep 
the guilt from his face. It had been a few days since their argument, and though the tension had somewhat 
dissipated between them it was still palatable. Axl had let him back into the bed, but that was all he was 
allowing. He hadn't allowed Slash to touch him in any way sexually, and was offering none himself. If there was 
one thing Axl was a champion of, it was brooding and Slash was getting it now full forced. He received an icy 
stare back, eyes sweeping over to see if he'd contributed to the pile of cans on the floor. Finding none he got a 
nod of recognition, eyes suspicious as he and Duff walked on by. Slash heaved a sigh, flopping back on the ratty 


couch. 

"What's going on between you and princess?" 

Slash met his friend's curious gaze, opening another can and taking a swig now that Axl wasn't in the room. 
They were all at Duff's apartment today, a tiny one-bedroom unit that barely fit them all in, made somewhat 
cozy by his girlfriend's desperate attempt at making it feel like a home. He took another drink, imagining Axl 
fussing and fretting over the perfect placement for a couch or a picture; much like what he'd witnessed Duff 
endure. Would he be as good natured as Duff? Rehanging a mirror or moving furniture until it was to Axl's 
desire, he hoped he would be. He hoped to be able to see that soon. 

"We got into an argument, it's just kinda weird between us right now." 

"Wow. Axl arguing with someone, never heard that before." 

Slash snorted humorlessly, knowing he was at fault this time. 


"No, it was me this time. He thinks I'm drinking too much, and | hurt his feelings about it." 


He threw the can onto the floor, unconsciously reaching for another from their six pack. It had been harder 


than he'd thought to keep his promise, and he was sorry to say he was being a liar. 
"Well, he can be a priss about that stuff anyway. " 


Slash didn't comment on that, not willing to get into an argument with Steven now over it. He lowered his voice, 


his longtime friend having to lean in close to hear him. 


Its just that its harder than | thought. | guess | have been drinking more than | thought | was, right? But then 


| found something else, it's called smack and-" 
Steven cut him off, his tone excited. 

"You actually got some? Smack, do you have it now?" 
"Yeah." 

"Well shit, lets go use it!" 


Slash hesitated, knowing talking to Steven about this had been a mistake. He was fond of his friend, the oldest 
one he had. But he was as reckless as Slash could be, going through with what he wanted and the 
consequences be damned. But another part of him wanted to hear it; he wanted to hear that he was in the 
right and it was just Axl being unreasonable. That it was just part of rock and roll. He didn't want to admit as 
well, how trying it again had taken over his thoughts; and he was about to give in 


"Ok, but not here. Come by the house later tonight, after | drop Axl off at work" 


Speaking of which, he checked his watch. It was almost time for him to go in He peeled himself from the 
couch, and making his way to the kitchen where Duff, Izzy and Axl sat around a tiny table. The air was filled 
with cigarette smoke, speaking over each other and laughing. He paused for a moment, leaning against the 
counter by a sink. He loved seeing Axl like this, happy and carefree. He didn't want to pull him away from this; 
he would take Laura's wrath for him if need be. But the extra money was needed, and desperately. He walked 
up behind him, laying his hands on his shoulders, half expecting Axl to brush them away. He was pleasantly 
surprised when he didn't, softly massaged them. 


"You ready baby?" 

He kept massaging his shoulders he shrugged under his hands, Duff giving him an encouraging nod. 

"Its not far from here, | can walk it" 

Axl's tone was petulant, but nothing he couldn't handle by now. Slash tried it ignore it, but he caught the smirk 
that had crossed over Izzy's face. He inwardly groaned, trying to imagine what all Axl had told him; he was 
probably on some imaginary hit list by now. Or one he hoped was imaginary anyways. Izzy could be unsettling 
when he wanted to, and now with his pupils dilated to twice their size he looked almost demonic; he did not 


wish to be on his bad side. 


"No, come on I'll take you. Like | always do." 


He said the last half firm, not sure for whose benefit. But it had the desired effect, Axl scooting his chair out 
and standing to join him. He wouldn't let Slash take his hand, but accepted the doors that were opened for him. 
In the car he sat as far away as possible, pressed against the passenger side window. Slash attempted 
conversation, getting one worded answers back. He sat at a redlight, smiling thinly and remembering not too 
long ago he'd been offered a blow job at one. He glanced over at Axl, looking unhappily out of the window, 
knowing that wasn't going to happen anytime soon. And it was his fault. He lay a hand on Axl's leg, running his 
hand over his thigh. He sighed at the stoplight, wishing it would turn green. He surprised himself by speaking 
his thoughts aloud. 


"When are you going to stop being mad over this? | promised you I'd stop and | will. This is getting old” 
His hand was pushed away, as he knew it would be. 


"When you actually keep a promise you make, and stop treating me like I'm too fucking dumb to know when 


your lying. How many did you drink with Steven today?" 

Slash floundered a moment, caught in the act. He should have known better. It was a sorry attempt at hiding 
it; he knew Axl was too smart for that. If he was being entirely honest with himself, he wasn't sure if he 
cared at the time, the passing the beer to Steven a performative act only. As long as he was getting what he 
wanted. 

"Not many. Nothing for you to be acting like this over." 

The blasted light finally turned, the store close now. 

"But your lying! That's the point!" 

"Then what do you want me to do? I'm trying here, not that you seem to care." 

He continued driving, both of their voices rising as he pulled in front of the store. If they didn't stop it would 
be a yelling match, drawing a crowd of curious bystanders. He lowered his voice, he knew Axl wouldn't care but 
he'd die of embarrassment if that happened. 

‘lm sorry, ok? And I'm trying, | promise I'm trying. Just work with me here." 

"You sure say that a lot. But you don't do much about it, do you?" 

The door was wrenched open, Axl falling over himself to get out. They could barely hold a civil conversation 
together, not as long as this was between them. Axl had that frenzied look he didn't like, the one that spelled 
trouble for himself and anyone around him. Slash reached out to lightly grab his wrist, keeping him in the car 


for a moment longer. 


"You need to calm down, Just chill out, its going to be okay. I'll be here to pick you up tonight” 


He made a move to play with a strand of his hair, but Axl was already out of the car; door slamming shut in 
his face. Slash watched Axl walk in, almost wishing he had a shift today as well. He pulled away, knowing he'd be 
back on the couch tonight after this. With nowhere left to go he went home. He made small conversation with 
his grandmother, lazing in their room downstairs, their fights replaying in his head. A few hours later Steven 
came over as promised, bringing with him two syringes he'd taken from his own grandmother's diabetic 
supplies. Slash wished he could say that he was at least ashamed, the promises he kept making and breaking 
pushed to the back of his mind as he learned how to melt the powder he had down. But he wasn't, all 
temptation focused on the liquid he now had that was drawn up in a syringe, Steven claiming this was even 
better than smoking it. He thought briefly of Axl as he grimaced and picked a vein, the small part of himself 


that was still sane praying he never seen him like this. 


Slash eyed the syringe he was handed, distaste clouding his features at the dirty content it held. He'd never 
shot anything into his body before, watching the sharpened tip he felt his stomach turn. As a child his mother 
had to bribe him to behave in a doctor's office, and would turn his head to hide from whatever dreaded shot 
he needed. Now here he sat, a syringe filled with heroin taken from an old woman's diabetic supply bag. He 
looked over at Steven, wondering if he felt the same sense of shame and guilt, noticing the way he was also 
hesitating. He licked his dry lips, using the moment to get his friend's attention. 


"Stevie?" 
"Yeah?" 
"| can't do this." 


He thought of Axl, and what he would think if he seen this. He would probably tear the room apart, 
masterfully crafted obscenities and threats directed at him. He would leave him then, that he was certain of. 
He twirled the offending object in his hand, grimacing at it. Was this more important than him? Was the beer 
and liquor he was becoming increasingly fond of more important than his love? He was taking the trust he'd 
painstakingly earned and was destroying it, because he'd felt that horrible itch of boredom and compulsion 
under his skin. He looked up, Steven looking perplexed; and possibly a bit relieved. He said nothing as the syringe 
was taken from him, Slash standing now and uncertain how to dispose of them. He tossed them into a waste 


basket, feeling a weight lift off his shoulders. 

"Have you done it before?" 

Steven shrugged, crossing his legs where he sat on the floor, not arguing as the drugs were tossed. 
"Just a couple of times." 


Slash nodded, processing the information and not wishing to sound hypocritical. 


"Well, | think we have a good thing going with the band, right? We don't need to fuck this up, and Axl would 


leave me in a heartbeat if he knew this." 
He gestured around the room idly, at what they had planned to do. His friend nodded, understanding but not. 
"| get it. Not you and Axl, that I'll never get. But about the band, yeah." 


So, they had an understanding between them now. He caught on that Steven didn't sound entirely keen on 
stopping, but they had a mutual agreement at least. Slash crossed the room to where his guitar sat, sitting 
comfortably and positioning it on his lap. He was ready to move forward from this, and didn't want to bring it 
back up with him again. 


"Since you're here you want to go over some stuff? Axl's sure we're being scouted at our shows now." 

A couple hours later he was alone, Steven leaving to find a woman now, he assumed. He strummed, thinking of 
what to say to Axl, how to craft the perfect apology. Still, he felt featherlight; shedding a coat of lies and guilt 
he'd been wearing. That thought was still on his mind when he left the home, and when he did find himself at 
the record store, he could have floated in. It was close to one in the morning, a handful of workers finishing up 
to close the store. Laura flashed him one of her brilliant smiles from where she sat on the counter, tiling her 
head to let him know Axl was in the back. He leaned against the counter, waiting on him. 

"How's he been today?" 

Laura surprised him by laughing, deep and throaty. 

"Honestly? He's been kind of pissy. What'd you do to him?" 

He knew she meant it as a joke, but it still stung. She took his silence as a confession. 


"You men. You're always doing something, ain't you?" 


Her voice turned soft at the end, almost wistful as if she were recounting her own pain. He gave her a small, 


embarrassed smile and didn't know what else to say. 

"Yeah, | guess we are." 

A few minutes later Axl was by his side, and he understood what Laura meant about pissy. It surrounded him, 
from the glum look on his face to the defensive stance he took as he stalked past him. Laura raised her 
eyebrows at him, cutting her eyes comically as they exited the store. Slash waited until Axl had gotten himself 
comfortable in the car, against the door again and far away from him. He bit back a smile, knowing he 
shouldn't be but still amused at the spiteful gesture. 

"You hungry?" 

"Nope." 

Flat, and monotone; the tone Axl knew he hated. He deserved it, would take whatever else he threw at him. 
Wordlessly he turned the vehicle to the road, going the opposite direction he normally went. Axl looked at him 
confused; voice normal now. 


"Where are we going?" 


"Just somewhere to talk." 


He lay a hand on his leg, letting out a relieved breath when Axl reciprocated and slipped his hand into his. He 
saw his stance soften, his look turning from sour to hopeful. If there was one thing Axl loved to do it was talk, 
and he owed him a big one. He drove in silence for a while, making his way to a favorite spot of his. He used to 
come here often, a somewhat isolated shoreline decorated with palm trees and a sandy beach. He could see a 
couple other cars present as well, some occupied by stoners looking for a pretty place to smoke; others by 
couples who needed a moment alone. He killed the car's engine, rolling the windows down slightly to hear the 
ocean, inky black ahead of them. Stars shown brilliantly, not hidden by the glare of lights from downtown. Axl 
was leaning forward, appreciating the view. 


"You were right, what you said earlier. ' 
Slash said it quietly, eyes on the ocean. 


‘I've been a dick to you, | said | was sorry before but | mean it. I've been lying to you, and hiding things. | don't 
think your stupid, or dumb. And | wasn't trying to make you feel that way, but | know | have. It was never my 


intention to make a fool out of you. I'm the fool." 


Axl's eyes were on him, hanging onto every word. He seemed to find something in his voice that he hadn't 
previously. Slash could see he wanted to believe him, trepidation holding him back. He didn't swat his hand away 
this time, even nuzzling his cheek into his hand when Slash ran it across a smooth cheek. He'd missed touching 


him, hating the void he'd created between them. 
"What makes this different than last time?" 


Slash breathed in deeply, trying to find the words to ease his mind. Axl had every reason to disbelieve him, he 
had earned that mistrust. He didn't want to tell him in detail of what he could have done earlier, trying to 


spare him from that pain. 
"Something happened, and it made me realize a few things. | mean it this time, completely.” 


Axl's face was completely open now, honest and willing to believe him. Slash tested the waters, opening his 
arms out to him and inviting him into them. He readily complied, crawling from his seat to Slash's lap, linking 
his arms around his neck. Slash squeezed him tighter, missing his familiar weight. He leaned his forehead 
against his, breathing in the scent of his shampoo before speaking again 


"You're what's important to me, you're my priority.’ 


It was a solemn promise, sealed with a small kiss. Slash was counting himself lucky, satisfied with the kiss he'd 
been allowed. He was ready to pull away, to not press him any further when Axl deepened it; opening his mouth 
for him when prompted to by Slash's tongue. Both bodies were moving as if they hadn't spent anytime apart. 
Before he knew it, Axl's t-shirt was pulled over his head and cast to the side; Slash's rough hands running 
over his back in a way that felt electrifying, one hand resting on the small of his back and half dipped under 
the waistband of his jeans. Axl tiled his head back; hot kisses being placed all over his throat as he spoke. 


"I believe, and | forgive you." 


A sweep of a tongue and small bite in the crook of his shoulder elicited a breathy gasp, his body reacting in all 
the right ways. 


"I've missed you.” 


Slash hadn't planned on this, had only had his mind on giving a true and heartfelt apology. He would have lived 
the celibate life of a monk if Axl had deemed him that, would have gladly accepted that as his fate as long as 
he had Axl's forgiveness and him by his side. But it appeared Axl had missed this as much as he had, and he 
was more than willing to indulge him. To make him feel good, and make up for what he had previously lacked. 
He grunted as the heat was removed from his lap, Axl following the motion of his hand to move to the 
backseat. He lay him down as comfortably as he could, taking his time and trailing his fingers over the skin he 
was baring. Socks and shoes were tossed to the car floor, Axl's jeans soon following until he lay naked beneath 
him. Slash shed his own shirt, remaining in his pants and eyeing the body below him, as if trying to 


rememorize it. 
"I've missed you too." 


He lay over him, resuming the kissing from the crook of his neck down to his chest. The radio played softly, 
the gentle rocking of the ocean their ambiance. He kissed down his sternum, taking his time and savoring the 
moment. Axl had his fingers in his hair, massaging his scalp as he made his way down. Axl was humming 


appreciatively, had missed this more than he'd realized; his mouth moving quicker than his brain. 
"lve made do, but it's not the same." 


That piqued Slash's interest, not breaking his concentration. He raised his lips from him slightly, to ask his 
question playfully. 


‘Oh yeah? How so?" 


He smiled at the semi-embarrassed bluster, Axl's honesty and bluntness getting the better of him. He moved 
his kissing to the nipple that held his piercing, running his tongue softly over the permanently raised nub. He 
moved around the silver ring before taking it and the skin surrounding it into his mouth, latching on and 
sucking gently. Axl pulled against his hair now as he gasped, the slight pain pleasurable. He arched his back, 
bringing himself closer to Slash and the wonderful stimulation of his warm mouth. Encouraged Slash quickened 
his pace, holding his squirming still with a hand placed on the opposite side of his chest; pad of his middle 
finger teasing that side as he waited for his answer amid the gasping above him. 


"Shit, ah | mean, you know." 


Slash pulled away, blowing against the wettened skin. He did know, and he suddenly wanted nothing more than to 


see it; to be invited into that which was most personal. 
"Show me." 


Axl hesitated for a moment, looking away a moment before straight into his eyes as he ran his hand down to 
his groin Slash scooted back slightly to watch the show, pale skin illuminated in the moonlight that rained in 
from the windshield, long and thin legs slightly parted as he began to grope himself. Slash watched, mesmerized 
by the hand that was lightly tugging and stroking from the base to the tip, to then wrap around to barely 
graze his balls and then back up; sometimes alternating. He'd done this for him multiple times now, but to see 
it yourself was a different type of erotic, one that had him straining against the fabric of his jeans as he 
watched, to get it down perfectly. 


"You like that?" 


He leaned back over him, kissing his mouth as he fondled him, laying his own hand over Axl's and mimicking his 
movements. His breathing had picked up, chest rising and falling at the added heat of the second hand. He 
threw his head back against the seat, hair falling around him as the heat built in his stomach and crotch, 
crying out when Slash dug the tip of his pinky into the slit; smearing the pre-come around. 


"You close?" 


He almost didn't hear Slash's question in his ear, the lobe being tugged between teeth. He felt heavy, like he 
would be brought over the edge any second; even if it was embarrassingly fast after just a few moments of 
hand job. He nodded fervently, quietly moaning when he did cum, soaking both their hands. He breathed in 
deeply, willing his breath to return to normal, still being held in Slash's hand as he grinned down at him, 


released him as he raised up again. 
"God you're so beautiful. " 


He flushed at the praise, moving his hand to the front of Slash's pants and trying to work the zipper to take 
care of the hard on he could plainly see, but had his hand brushed away. 


"Not yet, I'm not even almost finished with you." 


Slash pushed him back until he lay down flat again, working his mouth over him and continuing to go lower. He 
dipped his tongue into his small navel, bit against the skin that covered his hip bone before stopped at the skin 
directly above his cock, licking a sideways stripe that had him erect again. He gripped his right leg and placed it 
behind the headrest, the other he raised up beside him. Axl bit his lip, feeling exposed and anxious to see what 
he was about to do, not moving from the position he'd been put in. He watched his tan skin as he dipped lower, 
expecting him to take him into his mouth or use his fingers on him, feeling thrown off their normal course by 
the sudden grin he was flashed. He understood a second later, splaying his hand over the window and crying 
out again, loudly this time. 


Slash was opening him with his tongue, creating the same movements he usually made with his fingers. He 
went as deep as he could inside him, pushing against the tight rim to loosen the muscle. He pulled out, teasing 
by barely lapping outside and hard as stone from the whimpers he was creating. Axl's leg quivered and shook, 
he could feel the muscle moving beneath his hand. He closed his eyes as he worked into him, opening them a 
moment later and catching sight of movement, watching as Axl's free hand dug into the skin of his belly and 
side in a way that looked painful. He stopped, taking his hand in his and suddenly concerned with the force he 
was being gripped with. Axl had his eyes squeezed shut, body sheathed in sweat. Slash shook his hand, trying 
to get his attention. 


"You okay baby? Do | need to stop?" 

Axl's eyes flew open, eyes dilated with lust and need. 

"Nol Fuck no, just hurry and get in me." 

He chuckled at the demand, rubbing his thumb along the back of his hand. 
‘In a minute, l'm making sure you're ready." 


Satisfied he lay back down, continuing his preparation a few moments longer; ignoring Axl's pleas to get inside 
him as he did. Axl lay back, both hands over his face as this new sensation took over; jumping and twitching in 
places he didn't know he could, feeling as if he were drowning in a slow, tortuous pleasure that had heightened 
every sense he had. He felt saliva as it ran out of him, shoving the initial embarrassment down and begging 
for more. He whined deep in his throat when that sinful tongue that had been buried in him was removed, as 
he clenched around nothing. Slash stripped himself until he was nude, slicking himself with spit until he was 


coated; making up for lack of lube. 


He gripped the leg that was hanging over the seat and guided it around his waist; the heel digging into the 
small of his back. He placed his other hand above Axl's head on the window, pushing into him with one fluid 
movement. He felt tighter than he remembered, hot and wet. He rocked gently, groaning with each thrust as 
he found his rhythm, pushing his own orgasm down. He slid out and back in, Axl meeting every one with a roll 
of his hips; his arm hooked under Slash's and fingernails digging into his shoulder. He was aware of the sounds 
he was making, whispering Slash's name and begging him to go harder and deeper; feeling his stomach tighten 
again. One harsh thrust in and that's where Slash stayed, expertly rolling into his heat to meet his prostate; 
making him see stars. He lolled his head back, the hollow of his throat wrapped in a kiss. Slash watched every 
movement over his face, his own body begging for release that was still being denied; wanting only to pleasure 
the one he'd hurt. He knew the way that Axl was biting into his bottom lip he was close, trembling all around 


him. He ran his mouth over his neck as his head was thrown back, coaxing him to lift it back up. 


"Come for me baby, let me see it” 


He locked his eyes with his, proud to see his face contort in pleasure as did; nails dragging down his face in a 
burn he loved. Instead of pulling out when he finished, he kept rolling into him, Axl laying flat back and looking 
up at him tiredly. Slash winked at him, feeling too hot and is if he could jump out of his own skin. He wanted to 
see one more, and then he'd let himself off. He held the back of Axl's head as he wrapped both arms around 
his neck and lay in his shoulder, muffling his sounds as the over stimulation took over his body; rubbing 
against the friction of Slash's leg. He felt sensitive, bridging on sore but wanting more. His body was responding 
quicker, the feeling of Slash enveloping him as he lay into him. He felt a hand snake down between them and 
begin stroking him, helping him along. This one was building quickly and intensely; he could no longer control how 


hard his legs shook. Slash's loving whispers were in his ear, making him feel safe and loved. 
"You're all that matters to me, you're everything.’ 


He felt tears prick his eyes, hid them in Slash's shoulder. He'd wanted and missed him so bad it felt like part of 
his soul had been hidden from him, but he'd forgiven him. He believed Slash this time, and knew the man he 
could depend on was back. He came a third time, weaker than the previous one but still immensely pleasurable. 
He felt Slash fill him then, grunting out painfully when he did. He didn't know he could be so tired, and fulfilled. 
Slash was brushing his hair out of his face, and kissing his forehead. He'd never been so loved on in his life, 
and would have gladly accepted more. He leaned back, closing his eyes and listening to the ocean as something 
soft was being wiped over him; cleaning him from their activities. He slowly slid back into the jeans that were 
being passed over to him, feeling slightly sore as he righted them. Slash was quicker than him, a strong hand 
guiding him back to the passenger seat. 


He watched Slash start their car again, smiling over at him. They would both be okay, he realized Neither one 
of them were perfect, and they each had their demons. But they'd get through this, together. Suddenly he 
moved from his seat to sit sideways in Slash's lap, feet resting in the seat. He lay against his chest as Slash 
petted his hair and pulled away from the beach, taking them home. He mumbled against him sleepily, content 


with where he was. 

"Don't let me fall asleep." 

Slash knew he was already half asleep as he said it, smiling amusedly at his stubbornness. 
"Fat chance." 


He mumbled something else that Slash thought may have been asking how he was going to get in, words drawn 
out and deep. He let him fall asleep against his chest, glancing down at the man he loved. He was more grateful 
than he could put into words that he hadn't went through with what he was going to do earlier, that he had 
seen the light in the darkness his own stupidity had created. Awhile later he pulled in front of their home, Axl 
still in a deep slumber in his lap. He roused him enough to get him to wrap his arms around his neck, hoisting 
his light frame in his arms; Slash appreciating the moment as he knew Axl would never allow this again, and 
wouldn't be now if he was more alert. He packed him inside, laying him in their bed. He worked his pants back 
off, helping him to get comfortable as he rolled in his sleep. A moment later he slipped in beside him, wrapping 
his arm around his waist, where they both needed him to be. 


He watched his grandmother's large frame bustle around her kitchen with adoration, realizing with a small pang 
how much he would miss her comforting presence. She pulled the curtains back, letting the gray light of the 
morning shine in. A light drizzle misted outside, his grandmother the only brightness on this dull day. He smiled 
at her sun yellow outfit, noticing the tips of her fingers matched. She was making him wait, getting herself 
good and comfortable before joining him at the table for the conversation he'd summoned her for. He waited 
patiently, losing the grin he'd had as she finally settled down opposite him. She stirred her coffee she'd made, 
gaze fixed on him but holding up a hand as she spoke. 


"Now whatever this is, | am not getting involved in anymore drama between you two. Your both grown you can 


figure it out." 
Slash furrowed his brow confused for a moment before understanding. 
"Oh, no Axl and | doing good. Perfect, actually." 


He smiled fondly at the thought of him, and the serene weeks they'd shared. There had been no iciness, no 
fighting, and no secrets. He'd stopped behaving like a fool, and Axl had finally learned to trust completely; a 
sweet purity that he would never take granted for again. She interrupted his thoughts with a harrumph as 
she sipped her drink. 


"Good. Don't you mess it up either." 


He nodded his agreement, guilt momentarily clouding his thoughts as he recalled the drugs he'd brought into 
her home before shaking it away. That was the past, and today was about a future he was holding dear. 


| won't. But this isn't about us, | think its time we got our own place." 


That got her attention, she raised her eyebrows in surprise and motioned for him to continue. He took a deep 


breath before he did, his voice turning soft. 


"| love him, | think I've loved him since the day | met him. And | want him to feel safe, in a place that's his. 
He's never had that before, there's some apartments not far from here and the band is taking off. | think we 


could really be something, and its just time for us to go." 


He finished somewhat lamely and waited, suddenly worried he'd hurt her feelings. His family had all lived 
together for years now, even if his mother was never home and his younger brother preferred their 
wandering father now. A million memories stored away in these walls, some good and some bad. But still a life 
lived that he'd been grateful for. He thought his fear confirmed when she raised a hand to her eyes; raising to 
comfort her when she let a deep sigh of relief. 


"About damn time too." 


Slash was taken aback, easing himself back down in his seat. 

"So, you'll be fine then?" 

She drained the rest of her coffee, her look piercing and stern. 

"What do you take me for? I've raised your mother, you and your brother. Its time | had some fun" 

He grinned amusedly, teasing her. 

"Oh yeah? What did you have in mind?" 

She pursed her lips in thought, eyeglasses that were perched on her head bouncing in time with her nodding. 
"Dancing. | want to go dancing, and | think | want a man too. Maybe a couple." 


He stood up now before hearing more of his grandmother's plans to turn his bedroom into a love dungeon. He'd 
been stressing of having this conversation with her, worried she'd be upset at the thought of an empty home; 
instead it sounded as if she was viewing this as a gift. It allowed him to breath better, his plan falling into 
place now. He listened at the basement door a moment, silence drifting up. He made himself comfortable by 
leaning on the wall, and dialed the number given to him by Duff for some available apartments. A few 
moments later a man's pleasant voice answered and he had an appointment to tour one this afternoon, a lot 
sooner than he expected. He could feel his grandmother's approval as she left him by the phone, her pride 
radiating. 


As he lay the phone back in the receiver their door cracked open, a small tabby sneaking through and Axl 
following suit. His hair was a rat's nest, movements slow and sleepy. Slash sat back down, offering his warm lap 
as a seat. Axl accepted it, making himself comfortable as he leaned into his chest. They sat that way for a 
moment, enjoying each other's company in silence. Slash ran a hand over his smooth pale arm, admiring the 


contrast in their tones. He softly kissed the top of his head, feeling everything was perfect as he whispered 
into his ear. 


| have a surprise for you." 

Blue eyes raised to meet his, intrigued. 
"What is it?" 

"Not telling." 


He kissed him properly this time to cut off the whine he knew would be coming, loving the weight of him on 
his lap. 


"You hungry?" 

"No. What's the surprise?" 

Slash ignored him, trifling through the fridge looking now and for something to eat. 

"French toast sounds good. Want some?" 

"No. Maybe. What are we doing?" 

Slash smirked, still ignoring him as he cracked some eggs now. This was going perfectly, if a little sooner than 
he thought. Their breakfast was rushed, in part due to Axl's incessant questioning and Slash ready to get them 
out the door. He was sure that was the quickest he'd ever seen Axl get dressed; hair brushed by fingers. In 
the car he felt nervousness, and a worry that maybe this wasn't a good idea. Intrusive thoughts crawled into 
his mind; maybe he had misread various signs, and this is something they weren't ready for. Those worries 
were calmed as soon as Axl lay into his side and took his hand, and he chided himself for them. His nerves had 
gotten him into enough trouble, now was not the time for them. 

"Close your eyes." 

He said suddenly, eye catching the street the apartments were on; fast approaching as he'd been lost in 
thought. His heart was starting to beat erratically, a prickly feeling settling over his skin. Axl looked at him 
unsure, hair still not fully tamed. Slash smiled at him encouragingly. 

"You trust me?" 

A heart beat passed between them before Axl humored him, turning his face into his side. Slash pressed him 
in close, pulling into a small parking lot. He eyed the buildings first, appreciating what he seen They looked clean, 
nothing extravagant but safe. 

"Ok, you can look" 

Axl popped out happily, looking around at the building and then back at Slash confused. 

"What is it?" 

Slash took a deep breath, waving a hand outside. 


"| got us an apartment tour, | thought it was time we got a place, you know?" 


Why was he questioning this? He wanted it, but the fear of rejection sat firmly in his chest. It was entirely 


too quiet in the car, the sound of his own heartbeat loud in his ears. He probably shouldn't have sprung it on 


Axl like this, he should have told him in advance to let him decide what he wanted. He was anxious to fill the 
silence and could hear himself start to babble. 


"You could decorate it however you want, after we get furniture or whatever. But it would be all yours." 

He trailed off, still watching as Axl looked over the apartments. There was a smile on his face, eyes lit up in 
excitement that warmed his heart to see. When he spoke, it was so simple and sweet, summed up beautifully 
in three words. 

"Not mine, ours." 

Slash patted his leg lovingly, taking his hand and kissing the back of it. Everything they'd been through now had 
led them to this, and he was never turning back. He was making a home for them, and a life that would never 


be complete without his redhead by his side. He nodded in agreement, completely at ease. 


"Ours." 


